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Petes 3 table Romaine Tragedie of 
Rey ; Titus eAndronicus: Asit was Plaide by 

.¥ 5) =, the Right Honourable the Ente, 
ot Darbie Earle of Pembrooke, & ae 


and Sarle of Suffex their 
Scruants. 


~ Enter the Trisuncsand Senatours aloft: And then enter 
; Saturniius and bis followers at one dore, and Baflianus and 
. ; . bis followers with Drums and Trumpets. 


a 


Scturninul, 
Oble Patricians,Patronsof my Right, 
N beens the mfticeof my:caufle with armes. 
And Countrimen my Jouing followers, 
Plead iny fucceffiue Title with your fwords: 
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et. 4 Jam his firft borne fonne, that wasthelaft a 
Cee ze That ware the Imperiall Diademeof Rome,» ,; » | 
tates Then letmy Fathershonours liue jn me, 

ea ie ee ; Norwrong mine agewwithchis indignitie, : 

Bak . E Baffianus, Rt socal 7 
ge. A ; R cms ajbnad Phanteemin ofmy Right, a 
SS aa It cuer Baffianus (eafars fonne, ” 2 a 5 

4 He pe : VVere pro in the eyes of Royall Rome, ba! 

Pcie > vod ; ' : Keepe then this paflageto' the Capitoll, |" "itn a4 
a e's é And fuffer not difhonourtoapproch, “4 %. 7. 
“aie . The Imperial feateto vertue,confecrate =. ay 

on eee teh A 3 t+~ ‘ Te pie ; 


(Go gle 


| of Fitus Andronicus,” 


: Themoft lamentable Tragedie 
a ‘Toiultice Nobillitie © ~ |= ot a Saturnjnns, i Te 
But let deferrin thee; <a How faire the Tribune fpeakesto-calmemy thoughts, 
By. And Romaines fight forfreedomein your choice. ea SS AES ty 
4, eee Mareng Andronicus ws is Marcws Andranicus,{o | doe affie, 
i" i at fri wiry ease . Tathy vpriginees eodiv tie, 
ae aA Ambatioufly for Rule and Emperie, And {fo Floueand honour thee and thine, 
¥ Kuow that the people of Rome for whom weltand 3a ~~ "Thy Noble brother Titus andhis fonnes,. 
A {peciall Partie,haue by cammon voice, : ~ And hertowhommy er. ene humbled alf, 
2 af In elegtion for the Romaine Empery Gratious Lavinia,ZRomesrich ornament,’ - * 
a> x | Chofen eA ndronicus farnamed Pins: z That I willhere difmuifTe my loving friends: 
mr i _. Formany good and great defertsto Rome, And tomy fortunesand the peoples fauour, 
a ae A Noblerman,a brauer V Varnour, Commit my caufein ballance to be waid. Exit Soldiers; 
ad om ; Liues not this day within the Cittic walls. Saturninns. 
yo. Heeby the Senateisaccited home, Friends that hawe beene thus forward in my right, 
. on From weary warres again{t the barbarous Geahes, Tthanke you all,and here dilmiffe youall, 
va _ Thatwith hisfonnes aterrour to our foes, And tothe loue and fauour of my Countric, 
: We Hath yoakta Nation fttong,traind vp in Armes, Commit my felfe,my perfon,and the caufe: 
os, § " Tenne yeares are {pent fincefirfthe vndertooke - Rome beas iuft and gratious vnto me, 
ee. Ne This caufe of Rome,and chaltifed with armes Aslam confident and kinde to thee, 
Pans Qurenemies pride: Fiuetimeshehath retumd = Open the gates andlet mein. i 
Bleeding tv Rome, bearing his valiant fonnes, , Bafianus, Tribunesand me apoore Competitor, | 
-.. "Jn Coffins from the field,and at this day, a They goe up into the Senateboufe, 
“To the Monument of that ¢Andrenicy 
* Done facrifice of expiation, _ >. Enter a Captaine. 
And flaine the Nobleft prifoner of the Gethes, ; Romaines make way,the good e4ndronicus, 
i Andnow at laft laden with honours fpoiles, _ Patronof Mp ee ine Champion; 
“U* Returnes the good e4udrenicus to Rome, : Succesful lin the iles that hefights, 
£>-Renowned Titus flourifhing in Armes, Fs-® VVith honour and withfortuneis returnd, 
~ Let vsintreat by honour of his name, . From where hecircum{eribed with his (word, 
VVhomwo if yeu would haucnew fuccecde, And brought ¢o yoake the encmaics of Rome, 
And in the Capitall and Senates Right, * 
VVhom you pretend to honourand adore, Sound Drums and Trawpets and then enter two of Tit 
That you wi thdraw you,and abate your ftrength, fonnes andthen two men bearing 4 Cofix concred with black, 
Difmiffe your followers,an ers fh : then two other fonnes then Titus Andronicus, andthen T 
Pleade yeur deferts in peace ep mblenes ee ang:athe Queene of Gorbes and ber two fomnes Chiron 
ee ie felis geek Demetriut, 
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be shen fet downe the Coffin,and Tus fpeakess Vt SOS By 


° - f 
_ Titus, Haile Rome, viétoriousin thy: 
_LoastheBarke thathath difchargdhisfraught, = 
Returnes with pretious lading to the bay; ‘ 
From whenceat firft fhee wayd her Soa 


Commeth eAndrenicus, bound with Lawr bowes, iene 


To refalure his Countri¢ with histeares,) «+ 

Tearesot trucioyforhisreturneto Rome, ~ - 
’ Thou great defender of this Capitoll, 

Stand gratious tothe rights that we entend; 


/ | 4 Romaines,ot fine and wwenty valiant fonnes, 


Halte of the number that king Priam had, - ~ 
Dchold the poore remaines aliue and deads 
Thete that luruiue , lee Romereward with loue: 
T hefethat I bring wnto their latefthome, 
VVith bw: iat amongft their aunceftors.. 

Here Gorhes haue giuen me leaueto fheath my fword, 
Titus vnkinde,and carcles of thiné owne, f 
VVhy-faffer{t thou thy fonnes vnburied yet, ~~ 

To houer on the dreadfull thére of ftix,- 

Make way tolay chemby their brethren, 

They open the Tomber 

There greete in filence as the dead are wont, 

And {leepe in peace, laine in your Countries wartes: 
O facred Receptacle of my ioyes, 

Swweete Cell of vertue and Nobilitie, 

How many fonnes haft thou of mine in tore, 

T hat thou wilt neuer render tome more, = 

Lucius, Giuevs the prowdelt prifoner of the Gorbese 

Tharwe may hew his Jim's and on a pile, « 
04d manus fratrum, faenificc his flefh: ° - 
Refore this earthy prifon of their boanes,' 
That (0 thefhadowsbe not vnappeazde, 
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A mothersteares in paffion tor her fonnen4- 
Andif thy fonneswere cuerdearete thee, - 

Oh thinkemy fonne tobe as deare to mee, 
Sufficethnot thatweare to Rome_ 

‘Lo beaatifie thy triumphs,and returne 

Captive to thee,and to thy Romaine yoake: 

But muft myfonnes beflaughtered in the Heeets, 
For valiant dooings in their Cowntriescaufe? 

O if tofight for lang andcommon-weale, 
VVere pietiein chine, it is inthefe: 

o4ndfenicus ftaine not thy tombe with 

V Vilt thou draw neere the nature of the Gods? 
Draw neere them then in being merciful, 
Sweete mercie is Nobilities true badge, 


Thrice Noble Tétus,fpare my firlt ; fonne, 
Titus, Patient your felfe Madam,and pagoon ine, 
Thefe are their brethren, whom your eld 


Aliue and dead, and for their brethren flaine, ''. _. 

Religioufly they askea facrifice: 

To hin yours onneis markt, and die hemuft, 

T’appeafe their groning fhadowes that are gone. ‘ 
Lucius, Away with him,and makea fire firaight, | = 

And with our fwords vpona pileof wood, 

Lets hewhis limbs till they be cleane confumde, 


Exu Titus fonnes with Alarbus, 
Tamora, O cruellirreligeous pietic, at 


Chiron, V Vas neuer Sythia halfe fo barbarous, 
Demetrius, Oppofe not Sythiatozmbitious Rome, 
Alarbns coes to rett and we furniue, 
To tremble vader Titws threatning looke, 
RE 
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Themoft Lamentable Tragedie 
then'Madam ftand refolud, bat hope withall, 
the felfe fame Godsthat armde theQueeneof, ‘TIOY 
V Vith opportunitie of tharpe reuenge 
V pon the thracian ryrantin his reat, 
May t2uour tamora the Queeneof Go thes, _ 
(V Vhen Gothes were Gothes,and 1a mora was Queene,) 
To quit the bloodie wrongsvpon her foes, 


Enter the foumes of Androwicns ageing, 
Lwcius. See Lord and tatherhow we haue petformd 
Our Romane rights, A/arbus limbs are lope, 
And jotealefoedevie facrififing fire, ' 
VVhole fmoke like incen(edoth perfumethe skie, 
Remainechnoughe but to inrerre our brethren, 
And with lowd larums welcome them to Rome. 
Titus, Letit befo,and let Andronicus, 
Make this his lateftfarewell totheir foules, 
Sound Trumpets,and Lay the Coffin im the Tombe, 
Tn peace and honour reft you here my fonnes, 
Roomes readieft Champtons,repofe you here in reft, 
Secure ftom worldly chaunces and mifhaps: 
Here larksnotreafon, here n> enuie {wels, 
Here grow no damned drugges, here areno {tormes, 
No noyfe,but filence and eternall fleepe, 
In peace and honour reft you here my fonnes, 
Enter Lauinia, 
In peace and honour, liuc Lord ritws long, 
My Noble Lord and father liue in fame: 
Loat this tombe my tributarieteares,: : 
Irender formy brethrens obseqwiees 2 
A ndatthy feete Iknecle,with teares of ioy 
Shed on this earth, for thy returne to Rome, 
O biefleme}gre with thy viorious hand, 
VVhofe fortunes Roomes beft Citizens app laud, 
Tans. Kinde Rome thx haf thus lowing ty — 
tr. 
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eri; ° it’ 

of Tittis Andronicus, 

the Cordiail of mine age to glad my hare, 
Lawinia liucoutlue thy Eithers daies, 

And fames eternall date for vertues praife, 

Maret, Long line Lord ritws my beloued brother, 
Gratious triumpher in the cicsof Rome, 
Titas, thanks gentle tribune, Noblebrother Aferems. 
Mares, And welcome Nephews from fuccesfull wars 

You that furusue,and you that fleepe in fame: 

Faire Lords,your fortunes are alike in all, 

that in your Countries {cruice drew your fwords, 

But fafer triumph is this funeral! pompe, 

that hath afpirde to Se/ens happines, 

And triumphs ouer chauncein honoars bed, 

Tisws Andronicus,the people of Rome, 

V Vhole friend iniuftice thou haft euer beene, 

Send thee by mee their rribune and their truft, 

this Palliament of white and {potleshue, 

And name thee in eleion for the Empire, 

VVith thefe our late deecaledEmperours fonnese 

Be (andidatwsthenand put iton, 

And helpe tofeta head on head!es Roome, 

Titus. A better headher glorious bodiefits, 

than his that thakes for age anid feeblenes: 

VVhat fhould I don this Roabeand trouble yout 

Be chofen with Proclamations to daie, 

To morrow yccld vprule,refigne my life, 


» And fecabroad new bufines for youall, 


» 


Roome I haue beene thy fouldier fortiey 
Andledmy Countries ftrength fuccesfullie, 
And buried ane and twentie valiant fonnes ay 
Knighted in Field, laine manfulliein Armes, ~ 


* In night and feruice of their Noble Countries 


Giue mea ftaffe of Honour formine age, 

But nota {cepter to controwle the world, 

Vpright he held it Lords on held ie laft, 
ind 3 


. The motLamentable Fragedie 
farces, Tuas thou thaltobtaine & aske the Emperie, 
Saterai, Proad and ambitious Tribune canft thoutell, 
Titus, Patience Prince Saturninas, : 
Saternians, Romaines doe merighe, 


| Patricians draw yout {words and theath them Rot, 


Til! Satmrivinns be Romes Emperour: 

ef edronicns would thou were thiptto hell, 

Rather than son the peoples harts,’ 
Lucins, Prowd Satarnise interrupter ofthe good, 

Thacnobleminded Titus meanestothee, 
Titus, Content thee Prince, Iwill reftoretothee 

The peoples harts,and weane them fromthemfeluess, 
Baffianas, Andronicus | doonot flatter thee, 

B uthonour chee and will doo till I die: 

M y faction if thou frengthen with thy friends 

Twill moftthankefull be,and thanks tomen 

Of Nobleminds,is page eae ‘ 
Titus, People of Rome,an les Tribunes here,_ 

Laske picid a dak your foltbames, 

Will yee beftow them triendly on Andrenicns, 
Tribunet, To gratifie the good Amdroniens, 

And gratulate his fafe returne toRome, 

Fhe people will accept whom he admits, 
Tans, Tribunes] thanke you,and thisfute f make, 

That youcreate our Emperours eldeft fonne, 

Lord Saewrmine: whofe verzues will I hope, 

Reflect on Romeas rytus Raies on earth, 

And ripeniufticein this Commoa weale: 

Thenif you will eleé by my aduile, 

Crowne him and (ay Long fine onr Emperour. 


a. Afarcus Aw, VVith voycesand applaufe of eucry fore, fo 


Shedricians and Plebeaws we create 
O bied Setwrwinws Romes great Emperour, 
VVhod fay Long line our Freperonr Saturnine. 
* Saturnime, T itus Andronicus, for thy fauoursdone, 
a 
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of Titus Andronicus, 
‘ovsinourelettionthis day, 
i giue thee thankes in part of hy delerts, 
And witl withdeeds require thy gentlenes: 
And for an onfet Titws to aduance, - 
Thy name and honourab!e familie, 
Laninia will make my Enyprefle, 
Romes Royall Miftris, Miftris of my hart, 
And inthefacred Pathan her efpoule: 
Tell me eAndromicus doth this motion pleafe thee. 
Tétus, It doth my worthie Lord,and im this marci, 
Lholdme highly Honoured of your Grace, 
And herein fight of Rome to Saturnine, . 
King and Commander of our common weale, 
The wide worlds Emperour, doe I confecrate 
My (word, my Chariot, and my Prifoners, 
Prefentswell worthy Romes oe Lord: 
Recciue them then, the tribute that Lowe, 
Mime honours Enfigneshumbledatthyfeete, 
Saturwine, Thankes Noble Tims Father of ny life, 
How proude I am of thee and of thy sifts 
Rome thall record,and when f doe forget 
The leaft of thefe ar tse peo 
omans et your rcaltie to me, 
: Ti sg Madam are ed soe kt an Enypetour. 
Tohim chat for your mrt a : i ftate, 
‘Vill vfeyou Nob‘y,and your followers, 
bib: A gdbdly Lady trultme ofthe hue, . 
That I would choofe — I : ae anew: : 
le faire Queene thatcloudy countenance, 
Sicagh cans Toataih wrought this change of cheat 
Thou comft not te be made a feorneinRome,. 
Princely fhall be thy vfage eucrie waie 
Ret on my word,andlet notdifcentent, 
Daunt all your hopes, Madam he comforts you, 


Can make you greater than the Queene of Gerber, — 


Be 


. * 


saseabg seocll Cnge 


Laninia, NotI my 


Lord? 
Bafciawns, 1 Noble ritus andrefolu withall, 
ro doomy fe thiseafan and thistighe, 
Marcas, Saum is our Romanciuftce, 
This Princein juftice ceazeth but his owne, . 
rte And that he will and thall if Lacdusliue,. 
sus, Traitors auaunt, whereis 
rreafon my Lord,Lanine infarc eee 
Saturnine, Surprizde, by whom? * é 
Bafcianns. By him that iuftly may, 
Beare his betrothde from all the world away, 
Mutins, Brothers, he! peta conuay her hence away, 
— Fy seared llekoe ethis doore fafe, 
sms, Follow my Lord,and Ilefoone bring her y 
mer ae Lonlyou pafle moe —_ 
itus, at villaine boy, barft me in 
Motinr, HelpeLuciashepe, cau 
Lucius, My Lord you are vniuft,and more than fo, 
Inwrongfall quarrel! you bane {laine yourfonne, : 
Titus, Nor thou,nor he,are any fonnes of ming, 
My fonnes would neuer fo difhonour me, 
Traitorreftore Lewinia tothe Emperour, 
Lwcins, Deadif you will,but notto be his wife, 
That is anothers lawfull Promift lowe, 
Enter aloft the Empcrour with Tamora andber two 
[omnes and Aron the meore, 
Empereur, No Titas,no,the Emperour needes her not, 
Nor her,northee,nor any of thy ftocke: Piri 
eae Me 
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fle traft by leyfare,him chat mocks me conce,: 

T ares 7 
Contodumagiila diate diftastan nee 

~ VVas none inRometo makéaftale - 
But Satwrnine? Full 


Agree thele deeds with eh Ag thine, 


that faidft Tbegd the at thy hands, 


Titas Omonttrous,whatreprochfull words are thefet 


Saturn, But goe thy waies,} that changing pi 
Bi ia om hanging piece, 


To him ¢hat florifhe forherwith hts 

A valiant fonnein law thou thalt inioy, 

One fit to bandie with thy, Jawleffe fonnes, 
Toruffle in the Common-wealth of Rome, 


Titus, thele words areraforstomy wounded hart, 
Satur. And therfore louely T amoraQueene of Gothes, 


“That like the tatclie Thebe monglt 
Doft ouerthine thegallanft Dames of Rome, 


Ifthou be ‘eee with this my fodaine choife, 


Behold I choofethee Tamora for my Bride, 
And will create thee Emperefle of Rome, 


Speake Queeneof Gothes doft thou applaud my choife? 
Gods, 


And here { (wearebyallthe Romane 

Sith Pricft and holy water are foncere, 

And tapers burne fo bright,and euety thing 
In readines for Hymenens ftand, 

I will not refalute the ftreets of Rome, 


her Nymphs, 


Orclime my Pallace, till from forth thisplace, 


I lead efpewfde my Bride along with mee, 


Tamora, And herein fightof heauen to Rome I fweare, 
If Satwrmme aduaunce the Queene of Gothes; 


Shee will ahandmaide be to his defires, 
A louing Nurfe,a Mother tohis youth, 


Sat, Afcend faire Queene: Panthean Londsaccompany 
Your Noble Emperourand bis louctieBride, » _ 


Sent by the Heauens for Prince Seternine, © 


i | 
+ 


< 


: me. ek 
a et 


, Exennt Ommes, 
Titus, lamnot bid towait-ypon this bride, : 
Titus when wert thou wont to walke 
Drfhonoured thusand challengedotwrongs, 
Enter Marcus and Titus founes, 
Marens. Q Titus fee: Q [ee what thonhatt done 

Ina bad quarrel flainea vertuous fonne, 

Titus, No foolhth Tribune, ne: No fonne of mine, 

Northou, nor thefe, contederatesin the deede, 

That hath difhanoured all our Familie, 

Voworthy brother,andynworthy fonnes, 

Lucews, But let vs give him buriall asbecomes, 

Give AMfacé ws buriall with our bretheren, 

Titws, Traitors away, he relts notin this toombee 

This monument five lnundreth yeares hath ftood, 

V Vhich | haue fumpmvutflic reedified: 

Here nore but fouldiers and Romes feruitors 

Repofe in fame: None bately {laine in braule 4, 

Burie him where youean he comes not here, 

Marcas, My Lord this is impietie fed ro, 
My Nephew Afwtins deedes doo plead for him, 
Hemuft be buried with his brethren, 

Titus two founes [peakes, 

And thall or him wee will accompante , 

Tiss. And thal). what villaine was it fpake that word? 

Titus fonne {peakes . 

He that would vouchitm any placebuthere,’ 
Titus, VV hat would you bune him in my defpight? 
(Marcus, No Noble Titus ,but intreat of thee. 

To pardon Marius andto bury him, 

Titus, Marcus : Fuen thou haftftroke vpon my Creft, 

And with thefe boyes mine honour thou haft wounded, 

My foes Idoc repute you cucric one, So 


Google 
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sof Titus Atidroniens, 


So trcuble mend more,but'peryou gone, y 
gy. Sonne, tari not with Reale vswithdravw, 


2.Sesne, Not] till A¢utius bonesbe buried, . 

The brother and the fonnés kneele, 
Marcus. Brother,for in that name doth nature pleide, 
2, fone, Pather,and in that name doth naturt {peake, 
Titus, Speake thouino more, if all the reft will {peede, 
Marcas, Renowmed Titas more than halfe my foule, 
Lucims, Deate father, fouleand fubftance of ys all, 
Marcus Suffer thy brother (Marcas to interre, 


His Noble Nephew herein vertues neft, = _. 
That diedin honour and Lasinias caufe, 
T hou arta Romane, be not barbarous: 

The Greeks vpon aduife did burie Ayax.. 

rhat flew himielfe :and wife Laertesfonne, 
Did gratiouflie plead forhis Funeralls: 

Letnot young A/wriks then that was thy ioy, 
Be bard his entrance here, 


Titus, Rife Afarcas, rife, 


' “Thedifimallt day is this that ere I faw, 


Tobedithonouredby my fonnesinRomet 
Well burie him,and burieme thenext, 


‘ they put bim'in she tombe. (friends, 
Lucsus, Thercliethy bones fweete A/utius with thy | 


Till wee with Trophecs.doo adorne thy tombe: 


they all knecle anid fay, 


No man fhed teares for Noble Aéutins, 
He liues in fame,that didein vertues caufe. 


How comes it that the fubtile Queene of Gothes, 


I 
( 


‘Is fhee notthen beholding to the man, ; 
‘ r Moe oh 0 as 
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Exst alkbut Marcus and Titus, 
CMareus, My Lord to Nepout of thefe dririe dumps, 
s of afodaine thus aduaune’d iri Rome, toe 
Titus. 1 know not Marens,buitl knowitis. 
VVhether by deuife or no,the heauén cancell,) 


Themot L 
That breughe herforthis trina Gere, Pf 


‘ Enter the Ewsperour,Tamors f iEnew at the ott edsene 
andbertwe fonnts , withthe >Bafcianus and Laninia, 
Moore at one doore. — Qdwuhethers, - 


Saturnine, So Bafciaust,you haue plaid ne: 
God giue you ioy rie your gallant Bride. iE 
Bafcianus. And youof yours Lord,I 
Nor with oe Q [ iin rfp 
Saturnine. Traitor,if Rome haue law,or we haue power, 
thowandthy pit thall repent this Rape, eo e 
Baffianus, Rape call youit my Lordtocea owne. 
My true betrothed loue,and it my ae : 
But let che lawesof Rome determine all, 
Meane whileam | Lary ape that is mine, 
| Saturnine, tisgood fir, you are verie fhort with ys, 
Butit' weliue,weele be as tharpev ase sere 
Bafcianus, My Lord what I hauedoneasbeft I may; 
Anfwere I muft,and fhall doo with my life, : 
oy thus much I giue your Grace coknow, 
By alltheduetics thatI owetoRome, — - 
this Noble GentlemanLord Titus here, 
Tsin opinion andin honour wrongd, 
that in therefcueof Lewinia, 
ugeftfonre, 


: eTragedic — | 


VVith bisownehand did flay his 
Inzealetoyou,and highly moudeto wrath, 

To be controw!d in thathe frankelie gaue, 

Reeceauc himthen to fauour Saturnine, - 

that hath expreft him(elfe inall his deeds, 

A father and a friend totheeand Rome. 

Titus, Prince Ba/ciannsleaucto pleademy deeds, . 
tis thou,and thofe,that haue difhonoured me, 
Rome and the righteous heauens be my iudge, 
‘How Ihaue loude andhonoured Saturnine, 
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ofe Priticeli¢ cies of thine, 
fweete) pardon what is paft, 
s Vhat Madam bedifhonoured openly, 
And balelie put it vp renénge, 
tamora, Not fo my a the Gods of Rome forfend, 
1 fhould be Authourto difhonour you, ‘ 
Buton mine honour dare! vndertake, 
For good Lord 7itwsinnogence in all, a 
VVhole furie not diffembled fpeakes his griefes: 
then at my-fute looke gratiouflic on him, 
Loofe not fo noblea friend on vainefuppofe, = 
Nor witli fowre looks affli& his gentle hart. 
My Lord: Be rulde byme,bewonne at laft, 
Diffemble all your griefes and difcontents, 
You are butnewlie planted in your throne, 
Leaft then thie people ,and Patricians too, ee 
Vpon aiuft furuay take Tétws part, 
And fu fupplant you for ingratitude, 
VVhich "ae reputesto be ahainous finne, 
Yeeld at intreats: and then letmealone, 
Ile find a day to maflacrethemall, 
And race their faétion and their familie, 
the cruell father,andhis traiterous fonnes, 
To whom Ifuedformy deare fonnes life, ~ 
And make them know what tis to leta Queene, 
Kneelein the ftreets and begge for grace in vaine. 
Come,come fweete Emperour, (come eAudrenicns:) 
rake vp this good old man,and cheare the hart, 
that dies in tempelt of thy engrie frowne. a 
Saturnine, Rife Titus rife,my Empreffe hath preuaild, 
Tits, 1 serene Oe Maicftie,andhermy Lord, 
thefe words,thefe looks,infufenew hfeinme. . 
tamora, Titus] pregnant Rome, 


my 


, rd 
a 2 


Thi | die 
- And létit bemine honour good 

That I have reconciled roemealn 
For you Prince Bafianns | haue 


. Myword and promufe to the Em 
That you will be more teh. 
And pase Laan 5 bine 
By my aduife all hum knees 
Yo Su tall aske pardonof his is Maieftie, 
vee duo,and vowe to Heauen-andtohis Highnes, - 
That what wee did,was mi'd igaswe might, 
Tendfing our fifters honour and our owne, 
Marcas. That onminehonourheredool proteft. 
Saturnine, Away,and talke not,trouble vs:no more,. 
Tamora.Nay nay {weet Empecor,we maftall be friends, . 
The Tribune and his Nephews kneele forer racey 
1 willnot be denied, fweete hart looke bac 


Seturnine, Matcus,for thy fake,and-chy brothers nemrp, ; 


Andat my lowelye Tamoras intrcats, 
T doo remit thefe young mens hainous faults, 
Stand vp: Laminia though you left melikeaChurle, - 
I found a fiend,and fureas death I fwore, 
I would not part a Batchiler from the Prieft. 
Come if the Emperours Court can feafttwoBrides, 
You are my gueft Lawinia and your friends; 
This daic fhall bea loue-daic T amera. 

Titus, To morrow and it pleafe yout Maieftie, . 
To hunt the Panther andthe Hart with me, 


oh. 
"9 


“am 


V Vith horne and hound, weele giue yourgrace bonioure.., 


Saturnine, Be it {o Titus andgramerci¢too, Exennty 
fonud trumpets , wanet Moore. 
eAron, Now climeth Tamera O ch ropre, 
Safe our of fortunes fhot,and fitsal 
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Secure 


Aduaune'd aboue pale 
hvtastagelien faune fatutes shasta? 
oe" tan ilt the Ocean with his beatwes, 
the Bodiackein bepteateee “seem 
edcoualse the higheft piering hills 
So Tamora, ri eats bi : 
Vpon her wit doth earthly honour wait, 
And vertue ftoops end trembles at hertrowne, - 
Then Arowarme thy hart,and fit thy choughts, 
To mountaloft with thy Emperiall Mifiris, 
And mount her hom thou chou in triumphlong.- 
Haft prifoner held, fettred in amourous chames, - 


_ And fafter bound to Ares charming cies, 


Than is Prometheus tideto seme 
Away with flauith weedesand ie: 
I will be bright and fhine in peafleand a 
To wait vpon this newmade Emp 
To wait faid 1? to wanton witht antl 
thisG oddefle,this Semerimis,this Nymph, 
_ ren that will charme Romes S aturnine, . 
nd fee his fhipwracke,and his Common-weales, ° 


Hollo,erhee ftorme is this? 
- Enter Chironand Demetrims wien 2 


(edge, 
Dematrias, Chiron thy yeares wants wit;thy wits wants 
Ahd manners to intrude where ] am grac'd, 


And may for ought thou knoweft affeéted bee, 
- Chiron. 


Demutrins,chou doft ouetweencin all, 
And fo in this,to beare me downe with braues, 
Tis not the difference of a yeare ortwo. 
Makes meleffe gratious,or thee more fortunate: 


_Iamasableand asfit as thou, 


‘ro ferue,and to deferue my Mift 
And dheteayhororduyce ae 


The moft Lamentable Tragedie 
Andpleadmy petionstorL setnlalon, ‘peace. 
Moore, Clubs, Chibs ,thele louers will not k. the 
Demetrius, Why boy,a\though our mother( izd) 
Gaue youa daunfing Rapier by yout fide, 
Are you fo defperate growne to threat yourfriends: 
Goe too : hauc your lath glued within yourfheath, 
Till you know better how to handle it, 
Chiron, Meane while fir,with the liteleskill I haue, 
‘Full well eye Bretton much I dare, 
-  Demetrins, grow yeefo braue? 7 draws. 
Meere. V Vhy how now Lords? ~ 
So neere the Emperours Pallacedare yee drawe, 
And maintainefuch a quarrell openlie? 
Full well I wotethe yome of all this grudge, 
{would not fora million of gold, 
the caufe were knowneto them it moft concemes, 
Nor would your Noble Mother fornmch more, 
Be fo difhonoured in the Court of Rome, 
For fhame put vp. 
Demetrius, NotI till lhaue fheathd, 
My Rapier in his bofome,and withall 
rhruft thofe reprochfull fpeeches downe his throat, 
that hehath breathd in my difhonour here, 

Chiron, For shat I am prepard,and full refolude, 
Fowlefpoken Coward, that thundreft with thy tongue, 
And with thy weapon nothing darft performe, 

Moore, Away | fay, 
Now by the Gods that warlike Getbes adore, 
this pettie brabble will vndoo ys all: 
VVhy Lords, andthinke you not how dangerous 
Itis toiet vpon a Princes right? 
VV fiat is Lawinia then become foloofe, 
Or Bafcianus {o degenerate, : 
that for her louefuch quarrels may be brocht, 
* ‘VVithout controulement jultice,or reuenge. 
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Young 


of Titus Andronicus, 


| Youns Lords beware, ad fhouldehe Emprefe tow, 


This difcords ground,the muficke would 
Chiron, Tcarenot I, knew thee'and al] relnvrg 
Tloue a — allthe world, — (choife 
Demetvins. ing learncthou to make ; 
Laniniais Vhs der Kealties hope. make fome meaner a 
Meore. are'ye mad? or know ; 
How furiousandimpatient theybe, nom 
And cannot brooke competitors in loue? 
Itell you Lords,you doo but plot your deaths, 
gf rekc r . . 
. Aron, A thoufand deaths would 
Toatchiue her whom I loue, — 
Aron, Toatchiueherhow? 
Demetrins, V Vhy makes thouit fo ftrange? 
Sheeis a woman,therefore may be woode, 
Shee is a woman,thereforemay be woonne, 
Shee is Lawinéa,therefore mult be loude, 
VVhat man,more water glideth by the mill 
Than wots the Millerof,and eae it is, 
OF acut loafe to fteale a fhiuewe know: 
Though Bafcianas be the Emperours brother, 
Better than he haue wore Vulcans badge, 
Moore, I andas good as Satwrninusmay, * (court it, 
Demetrius, Then why thould he difpaire that knows to 
VVith words, faire looks,and liberalitie, 
VVhat haft not thou full often ftroke a Doe, 
And borne hercleantie by the Keepers nofer 
* Moore, VVhy thenit feemesfome certaine{natch, or fo 
VVouldferue yourturnes; ° 
Chiren, Ifo theturne werefesued, - 
Demetrins, Arenthouhatt hitir, 
Moore. VVould you had hitirtoo, . 
Then fhould not we be tirde with this adoo, 
VVhy harke ye,harke ye,and are youfuch fooles 


4 ca ait 


_‘ThemeftLamentable Tragedic 


: Tofrarefir thine would it offend y ow then 


rce accomplith as 
Take this of sarc attired ia. vo 


And many vnfrequented plots there are, 

Fitted by kinde for rape and'villanie: 

“Single you thicherthen thisdaintieDoe, 
And firikeher home by force,if not by words, 
This waie or not at all,{tand you in hope, 
Come,come,our Empreffe with her facred wit 
‘To villanie and vengeance confecrate, 

V Vill we acquaint withall what we intend, 
And fhee thall file our engines with aduife, 
Thatwill not fuffer you to {quare yourfelucs, 
Buc to your withes hight aduaunce you borh,. 
TheEmperours Courtis like the houfeof fame, 
The Pallace full of tongues,of cies,andéares: 
The woods are ruthles,dreadfull deafe,and dull: 


There ferue your Juft shadowed from heauens ¢i¢y 


And reuell in Lawinias treafurie, tree ON 
Chiren. Thy counfe!l Lad fmels of no cawardize,, , 


Demetrins, Sit fas aut nefas ill. finde the {treame, we 
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There Hee {trike braue boies,and take your turns, 
¢ a 


To coole this heate,a charme to calme 4X “ 
PerSsigia,per manes Vebor, | Meer 
Excunt; 


Enter Titus Andronicus, and his three 
making ae wt bad ers 
Titus, The hunt is vp the Moone is bright and gra 

Thefields are fragrant and the woods are greene, vs 
Vncouple here,and let vs make a bay, 
nas. wake the Emperour,aiid his louelie Bride 
And rowze the Prince,and ring a Hunters peal 
T hatall the Court may eccho wich ender 
Sonnes let it be your charge, as itisours, ; 
Toattend the Emperours perfon carefullie: 


1 haue beene troubled in my fleepethis ni 
But dawning day new comeet hath nein 9 : 


Here acrieof Hounds , and windborne peale: 
enter Savurnious , Tamora, Baferanus Touts can, 
Demetrius, and theire Attendants, 5 ; ‘ 


Tstus, Many good morrowes aicftic, 
Madain to pth ig as re 
] pr age mes Hunterspeale,  - 
aturnine, An haue it huftili 
Somewhat tooiratliefor new inane ene? one 
Bafcianus, Laninia, how fay you? ; €more. 
Pees I fayno :haue been oad awake, two howres & 
aturnine, Come on then,horfe and Chariots let vs liaue 
Andto our {port : Madam, now fhall yee, : 


OurRomane hynting, . 
Maréus. } hdue siny Lor iy 
VVill rouze the Coreen Peter fo the Chafe, 
And cligi® thehigheft promontarie topp. é 
Titus, And I haue horfe will follow where the game 
| eee 


* /. of Titus Andronicus, 1? 
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Themolt Lamentable Tragedie 
M kzsway,and minnes like fwallowes ore the plat 
Demetris, Chiron we hwatnot we,with horfe nor hound 
But hope toplucke ad:intic Doeto ground, Exeuns. 
Enter Aron alone. 
Moore. He that had wit, would chinke that I had none, 
To buriefo much gold vaderatree, 
And neuer after to inheritit, ‘ 
Let iim chat thinks of me fo abieétlie, 
Know that this gold muft coine a ftratageme, 
VVhich cunninglie effected will beget, 
Averie excellent peece of villanie: 
And fo repole {weet gold for their vareft, 


that haue theit almes out of the Fmpreffe Chet. 


Enter ramora alone te the Moore. 

Tamora, My louclic Arow wherefore look{t thou fad , 
VVhen euerie thing dorhmakea gleefull bofte 
the birds chasnt melodic on euerie bufh, 
the {na kes lies rolled in the chearefull funne, 
the greene leaues quiver with the cooling winde, 

make a checkerd fhadow on the ground: 

‘Wader their (weet fhade, dren let vs fic, 
And whilft the babling eccho mocks the hounds, 
Replying fhnillie to the well tun’d hornes, 
Asif adouble hunt were heardat once, 
Let vs Gt downeand marke their yellowing noyfe: 
And after confli& {uch as was fuppofde 
she wandring Princeand Dide onceinioyed, _ 
VVhen witha happie ftorme they were furprifde, 
And curtaind witha counfaile-keeping Caue, 
VVe may each wreathed in the others armes, 
(Our shienes done,) polfeffeagoldenflumbers 
DN es hounds and hornes,and fweete co 


“Bevnto abot tira > | 4 
Of ie,to bring her Babes fleepe. ‘ 
ie Ing, she ae cepts Moore. 
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when thee doth le, 

To doo fome fatall execution. ; 
No Maddam,thefe are no veneriall fignes, ; 
Vengeance isin my hart,death in my hand, 
Blaodand renenge are hammering in my head, 
Harke Tamora the Emprefle of my foule, 
Which neuer hopes more heauen than reftsin thee, 
this is the daicof doome for Bafianus, 

His Phileme/ mutt loofe her tongue to daie, 

thy fonnes make pillage of her chafttitie, 

And waththeir hands in Ba/cianns blood, 

Sceft chou this letter? take it vp I pray thee, _ 

and giue the king chisfatall plotted {crowle. 

Now queftion me no more we are ree ; 

Here comesaparcell of our hopeful Ibootie, 
“V Vhich notyet their liues 


Enter Bafcianus;and Lauinia, 
Tamora. Army {weete Moore, fweeter tome than life; 


Moore. No more great Emprefle,Ba/cianas comes, 
Be croffe with him,and Ile goe fetch thy fonnes 


ro backe thy quarrels what foere they bee, 

Bafcianus, who hauewe here? Romes Royall Empreffe, 
Vafurnitht of her well befeeming troope? 
Oris it Dias habited like her, 

V Vho hath abandoned her holie groues, 
To fee the generall hunting in this borreft? 
Tamora, Sawcie controwler of my priuate {teps, 
Had I the powre thatfome fay Diawhad, 
Thy temples fhould be planted prefentlie, "aber 
D2 VVith: 
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‘V Vith hornes as was Aaeons , 
Should driue ypon thy new transformed limbes, : » 
Vumannerly intruder as thouart, - 

Lauinea, Vnder your pl ae 
Tisthought youhauea goodly gittin honing, 


Andto be paces 29 rs 1 and you, 
Are fingle to trie thy. re 
Ioue ined your eheades bis hounds to day, - 
Tis pittie they fhould take himfora Stag, ° neh 
Baffianus , Beleeue me Queene your{wartie Cymerion, 
Doth make youthonour of his bodies hue, © 
Spotted, meabcar sh erp aah 
VVhy are youfeq llyour 
Dif med tan your {now white goodly fteede, 
And wandred hither coan obfure ploe, 
Accompanied but with a barbarous A4oore, 
If foule defire had not conducted your 
Lawinia, Andbeing inercepted in your fporr, 
Great reafon that my Noble Lord be rated 


For faufines, I pray letvshence, v4 
au ; 


And let her ioy ber eigen oy 
is valie fitts the purple patling we : 
ee The Ki ed rother fhall haue notice of this, 
Lawinia |, for chele flips hauemade him notedlong, 
Good King tobe fo mightily abufed. ae 
Qugene, V Vay Unaue patience toindure all t An 
Enter Chiron and Demetrius. (Mother, 
Demet, How now deare foueraigne, and our gratious 
VVhy doth your highnes looke 0 pale and wan? a 
Queene, Haue I notreafon thinke you to looke pale, 
Thefetwo haucticed me wats to this place, 
arten, detefted valeyou feeitis, 
= es thou female etforlorne and leane, 
©uercome with moffe and balefull miffelto. 


Here neuer fhines the fanne, here nothing bree fe 


« . 
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Owlec tallRawens 0 8) Ly 4 
And when they thowd methisabhorted pit, © 

They told me hereat imeofthenight, ~« <> 
A thoufand a hif fuakes, ; e 


And had you not by wondrousfortune come,” ” 

This versgeanceon me had they exeeuted: ~ 

Reuengeit as you love your Mothers life, 

Orbe yeenot hence forth cald my Children, r 
Demetrins. Thisisa witnes that 1am thy fon. ftab him. 
Cbi Andthis forme ftruckhome,to fhew my ftrength. 

Lawinia, lcome Semeranis, yarba Pasire ; 
ae re fitsthy frm teenies ©? Pers" 
amora, Giue me the poynard,you (hall know my boies, 

Your Mfochershand hal ght your Mothers tre zie 
Demetrius. Stay. Madame pte is more belongs toh 

Firft ehrath the come, thenafter burne the fraw: ‘ie 

‘This minion ftood ypon her chattitie, J 
Vpon herNuptiall vow, herloyalte, 
And with that pamted hope, braues your mightenes, 


‘ 


And fhall the carrie this ynto her 5 
Chiron. And if fhedoe,1 would |] were ¢, 
Ding hente her ieee ean ae? a 
And make hisdead trunke pillow toour | 
Tamora, But when yec haue the honie we 
< Ds 


Hie 
! 
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Th emoft Lamentable Tragedie 
Let not this walpe outline vs both eofting, 
Chiron, Tareas maaan ill make that fure: 
Come Mi w perforce we will enioy, 
Thatanice erued honeftie of yours. 
Laxizia, Oh Tamora, thou bearefta womans face, 
samora, I will not heareher{peake awaic with her, 


Lasinia, Sweet Lords intreather hearemebutaword. . 


Demetrins, Liften faire Maddame let it be your glory 
acct ee sop dose tee * 
a are ig int to drops of raine, m, 

Lasinia, VVhen did the Tigers a the 
Oh doe not learncher wrath; fhe taught it thee, 
the Milke thou fuck{t from her did turne to Marble, 
Euenat thy teat thou hadit thy tyrranie, 

Yet eucrie Mother breeds not fonnes a like, 
Doe thouintreat her fhewa womans pittie.  (baftard? 
_ Qbiren, VVhat would(t thou haue me proue my felfea 

Lawinia, Tis true the Rauen doth not hatch aLarke, 
Yethaue I hard, Oh could I finde it now, . 
The Lion moued with pittie did indure, 
ro haue his Princelie pawes pardeall away? 

So me fay that Rauensfofter forlorne children, 
The whilft their owne birds famith in theirnefts: 
Oh be to me though thy hard hart fay no, 
Nothing {o kinde but fomething pittifull. 

Tamera, Tknow not what it meanes, away with her, 

Lawinia, Oh let meteach thee for my Fathers fake, 
that gaue thee life when well he might haue flaine thee, 
Be not obdurate, open thy deafe yeares, 

Tamora. Hadit thou in perfon nere offended mee, 
Euen for his fake am I pittsleffe, - 

Remember boyes I powrd forth tearesinvaine, . 
to faue yourbrothet fromthe facrifice, 
But fearce e4ndronicns would not relent, 


'. therefore away with her, and yfe heras you will, 
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_. of Titus Andronicus, 
The worfe to her the better lou’dof mee. 4 
Laninia, Oh Tamera becallda Gentle Queene, 


And with thine owne hands kill mein this la 


is not jitet it Thaue fo toads en 
et ro when i am (-; 


_ Tamora, VVhatbegitchou then qanwoeastet me 
ris prefent death | beg, andone thing more, 

That woman-hood es 2 to 

Ohkeepe me from there thankilling Iuft, 

Andtumblemeintofomelothfome pit, 

VVhere neuer mans eye may behold my bodie, 


Demetrias, away for thou haft ftaidevs-here too long. 
Lawinia, No grace,no womaghood,ah beaftly creature, 
the blot and enemic to our generall name, 
Confufion fall _ (hufband, 
Chiren, Nay then Ie fto? your mouth, bring thou her 
hisis the hole where drew bid vs hide him. 
Tamora, Farewell my fons, (ee that you make her fure, 


+ Nereletmy hart know meiry cheare indeede, 


Tillall the Andronicse bemade away? 
Now will I hence to feeke my louel Moore, 
andletmy fpleenfull fonnes this Truildefoures 


- Enter Aron with two of Titus fowmet, 
Come onmy Lordsthe better foot before, aX 
Straight will | being n tothe lothfome pit, 
VVherel efpied the faftafleepe. — : 
" Quintus, My fightis verie dull what ere it bodes, : 
Mart, and mine I promile you, were it not for fhamey 


fj rt to fl a . , 
_ VVell could Ileaue our tpo ost while isthis, 


winens, VVhat at en fabtill bole 
Wi mouthis eoucred with eude growing brit 
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brotherhaft chouhurt hee with the 
sie area 
dren, Now willl 


ec. 
weat oreruns my trembling ioynts. 
My hart Ripettstnerethen oben ee ee” 
’ Martim,To proue thou baft atrue di 
eron, and thou looke downe into this den, 
And feea fearefull fight of blood and death, 
Quintus, Aron is gone,and my compaflionate hart, 
Will not permit mine eyes once to behold, 
The thing where at it trembles by furmife: 
Oh tellme who itis, for nere till now, 
WVas la child to feare ] know not what. 
Martins, Lord Baffianus lics 
Allon a heape like toa flaughtered Lambe, 
In this detelted darke blood drinking pit , 
Quintus. Ifit be darke how doft chou know tishee, 
_,_ Atartins, Vpon his bloody finger he doth weare 
A pretious ring,that lightens all this hole: 
VVhich like a tape: infomemonument, 
Doth fhine vpon the dead mans earthy checkes, 
And théwes the raped tntralsofthis pit: 
Sa pale did thine the Moone on Priamus, 
VVhen he by night lay bathd in Maiden blood, 
O Brother help me with thy fainting hand, 
If fearehath made thee faint as me it hath, o 
ogy . ut 
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~_ Quynr, Reach me thy band,t “sie Spee aagpnel 
phar Ag a iy wing womb : 
hanes ieongites ucke thee to the brinek, 


Martins, Norl no toclime without thy help, . 
Quint, Phy hand once more, I will not loofe againe, 


Till thouare’/here aloftorl beiowe: — 


Thoucankt not come to me, I come to thee, 


_ Enter she Emperowr and Aron, 
» shbe Moore, 


Satursinus, Along with me,tlefeewhat hole is here, 
And what heis that po eee 
Say who art thou that lately didft defcend, 
Into this gaping hollow of the earth. 
tMartius, ” he-vahanis fonnes of old e4ndronizme, 
Brought hither ina mott vnlucki¢ houre, 
Tofinde thy brother Bafianns dead. f 
Saturninus, My brother dead, t know thou doft but 
Heand his Ladie bothare at the lodge, (ieft, — 
V pon the north fide of this pleafant chafe, 
Tis notanhourefinceLleftthemthera = 
Mart. V Veknow notwhere you left them alla liue, 
Burout alas,here haue we found him dead, Bile - 


- & i 
Enter Tamera, Andrenicus aud Lucius, 


Tamora, V Vhere is my Lordthe King? ° 
King. Here Tamera, though griude with killing griefe, 
Tamora, V V here is thy brother iy 

Kiag, Now cacheheantns ge Seavey ree: : 


== = as . i 
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~ Ibegthisboone,with teares not lightly hed, | 


Themoft Lamentable Tragedic_ 


Poore Bafftanws here lies murt lai 
Tamora, Then all too lateI bring this fatall writ; 
The complot of this timelefle Tragedie, we 
Aaineserg eer tae P 
In pleafing {miles fuch rous tyrranic, 
She giueth Saturnine a letter, 


Saturninus reads the letter, 
etnd if wee miffe to wstete him bandfomelie, 


Sweet bunt (man ,Baffianus tis we meane, 

Doe thou fo much as dig the graue for bim, 

T bowkpowf owr meaning looke for thyreward, 
eA mong the Nettlesat the Elder tree, 

Which ower foades themouth of that fame pit, 
Where wedecreedtoburie Baffianus, 

‘Doe this andpurchafevs thy lafting friends, 


_ King, Oh Tamora was cuer heard the like, 
‘This tsthe pit,andthis the Eldertree, 
Looke Sirs if you can finde the huntfman out, 
That fhould haue murchered Bafianys here, 
Aran, My gratious Lord hereis the bag of gold, 
King, Twoofthy whelps, fell curs of bloody kinde, 
Hauc here bereftmy brotherefhuslife: 
‘Sirsdrag chem fromthe pit vnto the prifon, 
T- here let them bide vntillwe haue deuifd, 
Some neuerhard of tortering paine for them, 
Tam, V Vhatare they in tus pit, Oh wondrous thing! 
How eafily sourderis difcouercd. 
Titus, High Emperour, vponmy feeble knee, 


That thisfell fanle ofmy accurfed fonnes, 
Accurfed , ifthe faults be proud in them. 
King. Ikit be proude,you (ecitis apparant, < 
whe 
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Who found this létter,Tamerawasityou? 
Tamora. Andronicus bimfclfe didtake it vp. 
Titus, [did my Lord, yet etme be their baile, 

For bym (inp far opera — be i ig os 

They ¢ ready at will, 

To sabibtiene Gilpigon v are their liues. “4 
King, Thou fhaltnot baile them, fee thou follow me, 

Some bring the murthered body, fome the sauttherers, 

Let them not fpeakeaword the guiltis pisies 

For by my foule,were there worfe end than death, 

That end vpon them fhouldbe * Mae 

ramora, eAndronicus I willintreat the King, 


" Fearenot thy fonnes,they thall doe well enough. ; 
: “Tienes pron Lucinscome, ftay not to talke with chem, - 


Enter th fonues with Lauinia, ber bandes 
ee nanan rawifar, 


* Deme, So now gatell andifthy tongue can fpeake, 
VVbo twas that pt thytongueandrauifhtthee, 
Cbi, VVritedownethy mindengwray thy meaning fo, 
And if thy ftumpes will let thee play the fcribe, 
Deme, See how with fignes and tokens fhe can {erowles 
Chi, Goe home, call for {weet water wath thy hands. 
Demet. She hath no tongue to call,nor hands to wath’ 
And fo lets leaue her to her filent walkes, 


Chi. Andtweremny caufe,Ifhould gochangmyfelfe. 
| ‘Des, f hou hadlt hands to helpe thee ais theeorde 
‘ j . 1 


Whois this my Necce that liga fofaft, 
Cofena word, where is your hufban 


t ee 
IfIdoedreame wouldall my realth ee | 


Ro ie os ira E 


“ 


| , 


' > 7 i > e 
The moft Lamentable Tragedie 

It doe wake fome Plannet ftrikem¢ downe, * 
That] mayflamberancternalifleepe, 
Speake gentle Neece, what poe, AE Om Fy 
+- Hath lapt, and hewde, and made thy body bare, 
: Of her two branches tholefweet Ornamcnts, 

Vvhofe cyrcling fhadowes, Kings haue fought tofleepe 
Aad t not gaine fo great ahappines (in, 
Ashalfe thy loue: VVhy doft not {(peake to me? 
Alas,acrimfon Ruuer of watine blood, 

Like toa bubling Fountaine ftirde with winde, 

Doth rife and fall betweene we fae lips, 

Comming and going with thy honie breath. 

Bur {ure i Tereus hath deflowred thee, 
And left thou fhouldft deteét them cut thy tongue, 
Ab now chow turaft awaie thy face for fhame, 
And notwithftanding all this loffe of blood, 

Asfrom a Conduit with their ifTuing fpouts, 

Yet doe thy checkeslookered as Titans face, 
Biufhingto be encountred witha Clowde, 

Shall I tpeake for thee, hall I fay tis fe. 

Qh that | knew thy hart,and knew the beaft, 

That I mighctaile at him to cafe my mi 

Sorrow concealed like an Quen ftoppt, 

Doth burne the hart to cinders where itis, : 
Faire Philomela why the butloRhertongue, — 

And ina tedious famplerfowed her minde, 

But louely Neece,that meantiscut from thee, 
Actaftier Tereus,Cofen haft thou mer, 

And he hath cut thofe prettie fingersoff, 

That could haue better {owed than Phiomel, 

Oh had the munfter feene thofe Lillie hands, 
Tremble like afpenleaues a Lute, 

And makethe filken ftrings delight to kiffe them, 

He would not then haue tucht themfor his life. 
Orhadheheard the heaugnly Harmonie, yy, 
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ee of Titus Andronicus. 
aera mapuehathmade, . «° *: 

He would haue knifeand fell afleepe, . 

As Cerberus at the Thracian Poetsfeete, — - 

Come let vsgoe,and make thy fatherblind, 

For fucha fight will blindafatherseies 

Once houres {tirme will drowne 

V Vhat will whole months of teares thy fathers cies? 

Doe not drawe backe, for we will mourne with thee, 


Oh could our mourning eafe thy miferie, 


. 


Enter the Indgei and Senatours with Titias ee formes . ine | 
bound, pasfing onthe Stage tothe place of execusionja Ti- 
tus going before pleading. " Oo 


Titus, Heare megtaue Fathers, Noble Tribunesftay, 
For pitticof mineage,whofe youth was {pent 
In dangerous warres,whiift you fecureleflept. 
For allmy blood in Roomes great quarrel tthed, 
Forallthe froftie nights that | haue watcht, 
And for thefe bitter teares which now you fee, 
Filling the aged wrincles in my cheeks, 


‘Be pitcifull ro my condemned fonnes, 


VVhofe foules is not corruptedas tisthought. 

For ewoandtwentiefonnes I neuer wept, 

Becaufe they diedin honours loftie bed, J 
Andrenicas lieth dewne, andthe Judges paffe by bim 

For thefe, Tribunes, in theduft { write 

My harts deepe languor,and my foules {ad teares: 

Let my teares faunch the earths dne appetite, i. x 

My fonnies Gweete blood willmakeit fhameand blu 

O earth I will befriend thee more withwaine, © 9 

That fhall diftill from thefetwo auntientruines, 3 

Than youthful REE 3G Pe a3 

| | 3 


ee 
= Be on es 


Tn fummers droughe, [le drop silly Tol W 


Iawin.er with warme teares lemeltthe fnow, bt 
 - And kcepe eternall {pring time outhy face, 


Me oy : 
Pe Eg 84 


NOpray 
‘art thou 


So thou refufe to drinke my deare fonnesblood, SC NES a8 then,® «7 - 
Enter Lucius with bus weapon arawne, From thefe dewotrers to anifhed, 7? i ou Me th 
Ohreverent Tribunes,Oh gentle aged men Rive But who comés'with our'brother A¢areus her? 
Vnbinde my fonnes,reuerle the doome of death, ve or : 
And let me fay, (that neuer wept before) Enter Maicus with Lauinia, 
My teares are now preuailing Oratours, ta Faerie age jt Mi Stoert tigi: ye} 
* Lucius. Ohh Noble Father you lamentin vaine,. Marcus. Titus, preparethy aged cies to wicepe, “| 
The T ribunes heare you not,ne man is by, Orif not fo, thy Noble tarteo breakes *. ° fut 5 
And you recount your forrowes taa ftone, 1 bring confuming forrow to thine age, ; 4 
Titus, Ah Lwcins,for thy brothers let me plead, Titus, will itconfume mee?Let me fee itthen, * 
Grave Tribunes once more | intreat of you, Marcus, this was thy Daughter, ‘ 
Lucius, My gratious Lord,no T> ibume heares youfpeak, Titus, why Mareusothecis, © + Bi oe 
Titus, V,Vby tis no matterman,if they did heare Lucius, Ay mee;thisObie&tkilsmee, » 
They would not marke me, if they did marke, oad Titus, Faine-harted-boy arifé andlookevpenher, 
They would not pittieme, yet pleadeImuft, * Speake Lawinéa,what accurfed a 
And bootleffe vneo them, Hath made thee handles in thy fathers fight? . » 
Therefore I tell my forrowes to the ftones, what foole hath added watertothe fea? Lat 
who though they cannot an{were my diftreffe, Or broughea faggot to brig burning Troy? 
Yetinfome fort they are better than the trabumes,. | My griete wasat theheight before thoucamft, = 
For that they will notintercept my tale: And now like Wylws it difdaineth bounds, 
when Idoe weepe,they humblic at my feete £ o's Giue mea fword He choppe off my hands too, 
Receme my teares,and feemeto weepewithme, For, they haue fought for Rome, andallin vainet 
And were they but attiredin graue weeds, . .:.. ; And they hane nurft this woe, in feeding lifes 
Rome could afford no rribunes like to theles, .., 4.,.5- In bootleffe praier haue they beene held vp, 
A ftone is foftas waxe,rriunes more hard than ftones: ‘. And they haue ferudeine to effecties vie, 
A ftoneis filent,and offendeth not, : Now all'the feruice Irequireof them, 
And tribunes with their tongues doomemen to deaths Is that the one will helperocutthe other, -« - 
But wherefore ftandft thou with thy weapon drawne?,, ris well Lasiniathaet aftno handsy. > 
Lwucime iro tefcue my two brothers from their death, For hands to doe Rome feruiceis but vaine,._ 
For which attempt the Iudges pelecnaks. iss O Lucius, Speake gentle fifter,who hath martred thee, 
My cuerlafting doome of banifhment, . Marcus, Oh Mag YO ts her thoughts, 
Ziews, O happicman,they haue befriended thee: _ that biabd thega with fuch pleafingeloguence, 
> eae ¢ why ia se Sf Ms - 
| 4 mans 59 
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_ The moft Lamentable Tragedie 
Seems Soe Celeron ae . ; 
VVuere like a tweete metlodious bird itfung, 
Sweete varied notesinthaunting euerie care, 

Lwcins, Oh fay thou for her,whohathdone this decd 
: Mareas. Ohchus I foundher ft the Parke, 
Secking to hide her felfe,as doth the y 
That hath receaude fome vnrecuring wound, 
Titus, It wasmy Deare,andhethat wounded her, 
Hath hure me more than had he kild me dead: 
For now I ftandas one vpona rocke, 
Inuirond with a wildernes of fea, 
~ WVVhomarkesthe waxing tide, grow waue by waue, 
Expeéting euer whenfome enuious farge, * 
VVill in his brinith bowels {wallow him. 
This way to death my wretched fonnes are gone, 
Here ftands my other fonne 4 banifht man, 
And here nty-brother wee ping at my woes: 
But that which giuesmy foule the greatelt fpurne 
Is deare Laminia,dearer than myfoule, 
Had I but feene chy picture inshisplight, —_ 
It would haue madded me: what Idoo, 
Now I behold thy liuelie bodie fo? » 
Thou haft no hands to wipe away thy teares, 
Nor tongue to tell me who hath martred chees 
Thy husband he isdead,andforhisdeath — __ 
Thy brothers are condeinnde,and dead by this. 
Looke Afarcas,Ah fonne Lweias lookeon her, 
VVhen I did name her brothers,then freth ceares 
Stood on her cheeks, as doththehoniedew, ©. ~ 
Vpon agachred Lillie almott withered, (husband, 
< Marcus. Perchance thee weepes becaufe they kild her 
Perchance ,becaufe thee knowes them innocent. 
' Titus, Lf they did kill thy husband thenbcioyfull, 
Becaufe the Law hath cane reuenge on them. 


2 Resno,they would not.doo fo fowle a deedey, 


“vires 
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of Titus Andronicus, - # se 
VVitnestheforrowthatthgit fiftermakes, : 
Genitle let mekiffethy lips, =’ 
Or make fome howI may doe ehee eafe: = 
Shall thy good Vacle,and thy brother Lweias, sis“. 
And thou, and Lfitround about fomeFountaine, {j)  ™ 
Looking all downewardsto beholdour cheekes, »,cif 
How they are ftaindlike yetnotdrie, 
ple: oy sacre new rare a flood? 
fountaine ee 
Tillthefreth taf betaken fees that eeeane ‘, 
and madea brine pit with our bitter teares? i 
Or fhall we cut away our hands like thine? 
Or thall we bite our tongues? and in dumbe fhowes 
Paffe the remainder of our hatefull daies?: ys 
VVhat fhall wedoe? Let vs that haue our tongues, 
Plot fome deuife of further miferie, 
To make vs wonderd at intime to come. = 
Lwcins, Sweete father ceale your téares, for at your grief 
Sechow my wretched fifterfobs andweepes, 
Marcws. Patience deare niece, Titus dry thine eies, 
_ Titms, ah Marcus, Marcus, Brothes welll wore, 
Thy napkin cannot drinke a teare of mine, , 
Forthoupooreman, haft drownd it with thine owne, 
Lweins, ah my Lasiwia,1 will wipethy cheekes, 
s prithrwn rae tr — herfignes,--— 
ad fhee a tongueto now wo ce “4 
T hat to her Brother, vhich I faideo thee. “Y <a ne 
His napking with her true teares all bewet, 
Can doe na feruiceon her forrowfull cheekes, + 
Oh what afimpathie of woe is this, 2 
as farre ftom helpe, as tymboisfrombliffe. 
_ Enter Aconthe Meore alenes » 
Moore, Titus eAudgenicus, My tord the Empe: 
Sends thee this word,thatif thou louc thy fonnes, 
Let Marcus, Lucins, ox thy felfe te Titm, 


a» 


‘ The moftLamentable Tragedic | oh of xs Andronicus, ° i 


Orany one of you,¢ our hand > ndme thy indIwillgimetheemine, 
Andfenditea Seen ; thefame, Ae Uthat ald decid wile honed, Be 

will fend thee hither both thy fonnes aliue, - And neuer whilft I Jiue fe WRC eRe 

And that fhall be theraunfom:for their faule, But Ie deceiue you in anotherfort, oR AOS 

Titus, Ohgratioas Emperour,O) gentle etron, Andthatyoule Gay ere halfe an boure pafle. wits 

Dideuer Rauen fing folikeaLarke, his - 

That giues{weere tidmgs of theSunnes vpiife? He cuts off Titus band, 

‘WVich all my hart, le fend che Emperour my hand, 

Good Arex wiltthou helpe to chop it oft Enter LuciusaudMarcusagaine, 


Lucius, Stay father, for that Noble hand of thine, 


that hath throwne MEER Pra tac Titas. Now fta your ftrifewhat thall be ,is difpatchtg 


Sha!l not be fentsmy hand will ferue che turne, Good dren giuchis Maieftiemyhand, 
My — can better fpare my bloud than you, ell him itwasa hand that ware n- 
And therefore mine fhall faue my brothers liues, From thoufand dangers,bid him burie:t, 
Marens, which of your hands hathnot defended Rome, . _ More hath it merited, that let it haues 
And reard aloft the bloudie Battleaxe, As for my fonnes, fay laccountof themy 
wrighting deftruction on the enemies Caflle? Asiewels purchafdeat an eafie price, pane 
Oh none of both, but are of high defert: and yetdeare too, becaufe J bought mineowne, _ 
My hand hath beene but idle, let it ferue Aron, \goe Andrenicus,and for thy band, 
70 raanfome my two Nephews from their death, - - Looke by and by tohaue thy fonnes with thee. 
then haue I kept it to.a worthie ende. their heads I meane : Ohhow thisyillanie, 
Moore, Nay come agree whofehand fhall goc along, Doth fatme withtheveriethoughtsof it, == 
For feare they die before their pardon come, Let tooles doe good,and faire men callfor graety >, 
Marcus. Myhandfhallgoe, 7 Aron will hauc his foule blacke like peta 
Lucins, By heauenit thall not goe, Titus, Oh here lift thisone hand vp to ont é 
tstus, Sirs {triue no more, fuch withred hearbs as thefe and bow this feeble ruineto theearth, ~ 
Are mecte for plucking vp, and therefore mine. If any power piteies wretched teares, : 
Lucss. Sweete father, if Ifhall be thought thy fonne, Tothat I eall s what wouldft thou kneele with met? 
Let meredeeme my brothers both from death, Doe then deare hart, torheauenfhall heare our praiers, 
te Marcus, And for our fathers fake,and mothers eare, Orwith our fighs wele breath the welkin dimme, is: 
Now let me fhow abrothersloue to thee, and ftaine chee with fogge,as fometime clowds, 
‘Tnus, Agreebetweene you,! will {pazemy hand, VVhen they doe hug him int a eniag bee 
Lwcine, then Ile goe fetehan Axe. , Marcus, Oh Brother fpeakewith poflibilitie, 
Marcus, But I will vfe the Axe, Exennt, and doe not beeahalnen ists P sailed 
oe Soaaihict eee ee ee Tiens, 1snop TRG On AO e  t, l 
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Then into limits could Ibindemy woes: sib 


VVhen heanen doth weepe,doth noe the earth oreflow? 
"TE the winds rage,doth not thefeawaxemad, 
‘Threatning the welkin with his bigfwolne face? 
Andoik ton lanasdintetibcee 
I amthe fea. Harke how herfighs dath flow: . 
Shee is the weeping welkin, I the earth: 
Then muftmy emooued with her fighs, 
; Then tuft my earth wich her continuall teares, 
~: Becomea deluge : overflowed and drownd: 
For why,my bowels cannot hide her woes, 
: But likea drunkard maft I vomit them, “f 
Then gi meleaue, for loofers will haueleaue, 
Yoe ¢their ftomacks with their bittertongacs, 


Enter amfenger with two beads andaband, 


Mefenger. VV orthy Androniens,illart thou repaid, 
for Fah hand thou fentfi the 
Hereare the headsof thy twoNoblefonnes, 
"And heres thy handin{corne to thee fent backe: 
Thy griefe, their fports : Thy refolution mockts 
- That woe isme to chinke vpon thy woes, 

‘More than remembrance of my fathers death, 

Marcas. Now let hote £macoolein Cycilie, 
And “Sr err euerburning hell: 7 
ifcries aremorethan may beborne, 
To weepewith them that weepedoth eafefome deale, 
But forrow flowted at,is double death, . 
| Lucius, Ah that thisfight thould makefo deepe a wound 
And yet detefted life not thrinke thereat: 
What cyer death fhou'd let life beare his name, 
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efull flumb bei da 
Tie Mow Seve fartia,tina Eedbociee, 
thou doftnot{lamber, fee thy two fonnes heads, 
thy warlike hand, thy mangled Daughterheeres 
shy other banif fonne withthis deere fight, 
Strucke pale and bloodleffe,and thy brot erl, 
Euenlikea ftony ima cold and numme. | a 
Ahnow er me pew po tas : 
Per teeth, and be this difimall fighe 
The clofing vp of ourmoft wret work 
Now is atime to ftorme, why art thou | | 
Titus, i ves . 
VVhy doft chow laugh? It fitsnot with this houre, 
Test, VVby1 omer aahersanves thed, 
Befidesthis forrow is anenemic, 


- And would vfurpe vpon my watrie cies, “i 


watrie 

¢ them blinde with cributarie teares, 
Then which way fhall Ifind Reuenges Cane, | 
For thefe two heads doe feemeto fpeake tom 
And threat Tar ee epee: pore ¢, 
ae niacherdonn that hath — them, 
Comeletme fee what taske I hauc to 
Youheauiepeoplecitklemeabout, 
ThatImay tumemec to cachone Oy0Rs 
einer al 

& * 
ant Inchis hand the otherwill Lbeare, 
Besretacn my a eee eee Gain fe. aie 
Asfor thee boy, goe get thesfiem ‘Th 


Peter Gale 

ieto 

tnd fyeeloue meas I thinke youdoe, Po Nay 
tand>part for wehauemmachtodoe, .__ 


bliuion and hateful] grcefes: 
If Lucins liue,he will requite your wrongs, 
oat make proud Satwrnine and his Empereffe, 
_ Begat the gates like Tarquin andhis Queene, 
Now will Ito the Gothes and raife apowre, | 
To bee reuengd on Romeand Seturnize, 
«Exit Luci, 


iv. | ExterLucias feunpand Leuivier ‘ - 
anning after bim, 
© 5 the Bey flits from ber with bic B pee x 
; bis Arme, . 


| Enter Titus andMarens, 
oe: Help Grandfier hel oyanet Loobils ; 
Eas me cucrie where] notwh 
3 d Vackle Marcus feehow {wif ie EB 
rhe Aunt! know not what you mantic, 
ben eusStand by me Lweins doe not feare thine anat; 
5 oh lowes thee boy too well todoe thee harme, 
rx when my Father was in Rome the did, 
rr. phchear meanes my Neece Lawinsa by thefe fignes? 
+ *care her not Luciws, (omewhat doth fhe meane, - 
» o See 
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Exeune, * 


. boy, Cornekia newer with x 
to her fonnesthan fhe hath red toch ee, * 


ratowrs 
Canft pecker Teitkeman 1 the plies —— 
+ f w not J, nor can I geile, 
Valeffe fome fit orfrenzie do sedteiches . 
For I haueheard my Grandfier fay tull oft, 
Extremiti e of, would make men mad, . P 
And I haue redthat Heewbaof Troy, , 


~ Ranmad for forrow,that made meto feare, 


Although my Lord I know my Noble ri | 
Loues meas deareas exe my Mother did, 

And wouldnot butinfurie fright my youth, 
bbs prong Reps Spe mybookes and flie 
perhaps, but pardon me{weet Aunt, 

And Maddam ifmy Vickle Marews goe, 


I will moft willinghe attend yourLadythip.  - 5 eek 
ie NET ola eee 


Mar, Lucia 

Titus, How now Laninia,( Marcus what meanes this? 
Some bookethere is that the defires to fee: 

‘V Vhich is it gyrle of thefe,open them boy, 
But thou art deeperreadand betrer skild, 
Come and take choife of all my Lybrarie, 
Andfobeguile thy forrow, till theheauens - 
Reucale the damn’dcontriuer of this deede. 
VVhy lifts the vp ber Armes in fequence thus? 

M, Ithinke themeanes that there were more thanone 
Confederatein the faé, I more there was: A 
Orelfeto heauen, {he hgaues them for reuenge. 

Titus, Lucius what bookeis that theerof ethfo, 

Per. Graudfier tis Ouids Metamorphofis, 
My spe samen “— a, 

Marcas. For loye of her ths 44 - 


Z inks, char eeainante an repays: 
Tread? 


H what would (hefindet Lamia 
be ye tragicke tale of Philemel, 
Andtreais of Terews treafonand ; 


Marews, See brother fee, note hey the coats the lesiues, 
Lnmiawer thou hus frp ree epee : 


J therei aid “a 
sere fuch aplace there is v _ 


By nature made for rourthers 
‘Mar. wty fhould nature bull fo fortes den, 
Vaieffe the Godsdelightin i (friends 
Titus, Giue {weet 
Orden | Somme alti ber 
Orflonkenot as 
shalefithe Campetoaneia Exceed 


He writes bis with bis and guidgais 
whbputs ada 


This fardie plot is plaine,guideif thou canft 

This after me, ] haue writ my name, — 

Without thehelp ofany handatall, 

Curlt be ehathart that forced vsto thisthife: 
VVrite thou goud Neece,and here difplay atlaft, 
VVhat God will hawe difcouered forreuenge, 
Heauen guide thy pen to printthy forrowes plaine, The 
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, forhere are nonebut . 
the deed? 


Lag : t ‘ rn Ee! 
Puy wie ¢ | 3 7 es 
+ | ® sare y* “, > eo ™ 7 c, ' 


reper 
Tstus, T1s (ureenough, and you knew how, 
But it you hunt thefe Beare whelpes then beware, - 
The Dam will wake and af the winde yee once, 


Shee’s with the Liun deepely flill in league, 

AndIuls hird whilft thee eth onherbacke, 

And when he ficepes,will thee doe what the lift, 

Youare a young huntiman Afercws let ‘ 

And come! will goe get a le.feot bralay? sa. 

And witha gadoffteelewill write thefe' . ees 

And lay it by : theangry nowhen wind" ~ hk 5. 

Wili blow thele fands like Ssbe/s leancs abroad, ** oe 

And wheres our leflon then, boy what fay you? >i) fed: Ps 
'‘Pwer, 1 fay my Lord that sf were adap, - his aE 

Sdn wa Bar in G... : a af 


_ The moft Lamentable Tr: 


Be AOR A 
Rruengrg 
Their mothers bed-chamber thouldnotbelale, 


For some ltoteas nes oy ee S 
Marcas ts father ha Potters 
Focha vagenctill Comeieasntiie’ Sse 
Puer, And Vakle fo will Landif Hive, |. 
Titus, Come goe with me into mine pdtad 


Lucins lle fit thee,andwithallmy boy = = 

Sh ili carrie trom maeto the Empreflefonnes,‘ ~~ 

Pcefents that I intend to fend them both; 

Come,come,thoult docmy meflage wilt thou not? . 
‘Puer.1 with my dagger in their es Grandfier, 
Titas, No boy notfo, [le teach thee anothercourle,. 

Lanina come,Marexs looxe to my houfe, . 

Lacius and [legoebraueit attheCourt, 

1 marrie will we fit,and wee!ebe waited on. Exewat,. 
Marcus, O heauens,can youhearea goodmangrone” 

And not relent,or not compaffion him2 

Marews attend him in his extafie, . 

That hath more {cars of forrow in his bart, 

Than foe-mens marks vpon his battred fhield, 

But y¢t fo iuft, that he willnotrenenge,. ~ 

Reuenge the heauens for olde Andromicus, Exit, 


Ester Aron, Chiron, and Demetrius at one hee: and a 
the other doore young Lucius, and another with abundleof 
weapons, and ver{es writ vpon them, 


Chirow Demetrins, her’sthefoniie of Lucins, 
He hath fome meflage to delmery: 
ren, Tome wr 
Puer, My Lords, with all the humblenes Imay, 
I greete your Honours froin Andronicus, 
And pray the Romane Godsconfound youboth.  ~ 
Demetrius, Gramarci¢ Louelie Lacine, whats the news, 
Puer, That you are both difcipherd, chats the n¢wes, 


Google 


it | eee 
reac 


Basi 
meflage fom his mad Grandfather, 


For — 


You may bearmedand appointed well, A ae 
Andfolleaueyouboth: Likebloudievillaines, Exit, 
rng what’shere?a fcrole,and written round abaur, 

Let’s fee, ‘ ew, : 


di or viva fondeifge pe inaaiaseaanerliacalis ved docs 
. Orisaverte in eTknow it well, 
Ireaditin bese parry soee By ‘sie 

Moore. | iutt,a verlein Herace,ti aucit, f 
Now what a thingitis to bean r+ ae . 
Her’s no foundiesft, the olde man hath found theirgile, 
And fends them weapons wrapt about with lines, 


That wound beyond their feeling to the quicke: 


But were our wittie Emprefle wellafoote, _ 

Sheé wouldapplaud e4ndroniems conceit, - alg 
‘Butletherreftinhervnreftawhile, Tee te 
And now young Lords,waftnot ahappieftarre,: —* 

Led vsto Rome f{trangers,and more than fo” ia 

Captities,to beadwaunced to this heigt 

It did me goodbefore the Pallace gate, 

To braue the Tribume in his brothers héaring,. 
Demetrius, But me more goodtofte fogreata Lord, 

"Bafeliewn fimiate andfend vszifts. am Ds 
eAron, Hadhe «s reafon oe 

Did younorvfe his daughter v iendlie? st 
Demetvies Aveta wate schoabund Romane Dames 

Atfuchabay,by turne to ferue our luft, me 
Chiron, A charitable with and full of lone, : 


"The mottLamentable Tragedic 


(owen, And that would fhetor 
Deme, Come let vs gue and pray toall theGods, 
For our bel oued thother in ber paines. 


Aro, ee : 


Demet. VVhy do sakcpaews trumpets flourith 


Ch, Bete forioy the Emperour hatha fone, om | 


Demetrias, Softwho comes here,” 
Enter Nutfe with ablackamoorechilde,. 
ie ile. 


(the 
| Nurfe, God morrow Lords,Q tell ime did you fee Aron 
e4row, VV cll, moreorlefle,or nerea wht atall, - 
Tere Arenis,andwhat with eAren now. - - 
Nurfe. Oh genrle Aron weate allvndone, 
‘Now helpe.or woe betide thee euermore,. |. 
etron,. VVhy whata catterwal ling doftthou keepe, 
what deft thou wrap and tumblein thy armes? 
Nur, O that which I would hidefrom heauens eye, 
Our Empreffe fhame and ibitely Romes di 
Shee is de! liuered Lords theitdehucred, 
tron. Towhome, 
Nar. I meane the is brouzhea bed 
Aron, VV eli god giuc her good reft,what hath he fene 
Narfe. A diue'l, (her? 
ef. VVhy then fheis the denils Dam,a ioytull iffue, 
N. A loyles,di‘mall, blacke, and forrowfull flue, 
Hereis the babeas loat hfome as atoade, 
Amongit the fairefalt breeders ofour clime, 
The Empveff fends it thee, thy fase, thy feale, 
‘And bids thee chriftenit with th ers point. 
1, Zoand: ye whore, it one fo bafe a hue? 
Sweete blow/e you area beautious bloflome fare, 
Deme. Viilaine whathaft thou done? 
A, that which thou canftnotyndoes fy. 
"hirer, Tiygu hait vadone our mother. 
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Neh werent methrii, , 
Aron, V Vhat muftit Nurle? sheaticnogan bor I, 
Doe execution on myfleth and blood, : 
Demet, lle 


Hedier ston ess nae 
hat touches this spf iaticontad nid 


Jrellyou Enceladus, ; 
VVi ‘ote Typhons broode, 
Nor great Alctadesnor the Godot watre, —- 


Shall ceaze thy; pray out cf lus fathers hands; 

VVhat,what,yee fi fhallow harted boies, 

Yee whitelimde walles,yee ale-houle painted Gignes, 

Cole-blacke is better than another hue, . 

In thatitfcornes to beare another hues 

For all thewaterintheOcean, * 

Can neuer turne the fwaiis blacke legs to white, 

Although fheetaue themhowrely in the flood: 

rell the Emprefletrom mee I amof age 

ro keepe mine owne,excufe it how fheecan, 
Demetrius, V Vilt thou betray thy, Nob'e Misty 
Aron, My. apres is my Mis a ne felfe, 

the vigour,and the piéture of my youl! 

this ore all che world. Piel x 

viusmaugerall he world willl keepetate, ie a, 

Ge. ae 
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Or fome of you fhall fmoke foritinRome, 
Demetrius, By this ourmother is for euer fhamde, 


_ Chivew, Romewitl defpile her for this foule efeape, 


Nar fe. the Emperourin his tage will doomeher death, 

.Cheron, I bluth to thinke vpon this ignomie, 

efron.V Vhy ther’s the Ptiuiledge yout beautie bears: 
Fiesrechcrous hue, that will betraie with blufhing 


_ theclofe enaéts and counfels of thy hart: ‘ 


Hev’s a young Lad framde of anotherleere, 
Looke how the blacke flaue miles yponthe father, 
As who fhould fay, olde Lad‘ am thineownes 
Hee is your brother Lords,fenfibliefed 
Of that (elfebloud that firft gauelifetoyou, 
And from your wombe where you imprifoned were, 
Hee isinfraunchifed, and come to light: - 
Nay hee is your brother by the furer fide, 
Although my feale be ftampedin his face. 
Nurfe, Aron,what thall Pay vnto the Emprefle; 
Demetrius. Aduife thee Aren,what isto be done, 
And we will all fub{cribeto thy aduifes 
Saue thou the childe,fo wee may all be fafe. 
efron. then fit we downe and let vs allconfult, 
My fonne and I will haue the winde of you: 
Keepe there,now talke at pleafure of your fafetie, 
Demetrius, How many women {aw this childe of his? 


etron, why fo braue Lords,when weieincinleague — 


IamaLambe, but if you braue the Moere, 
the chafed Bore, the mountaine Lionefle, 
the Ocean (welsnotfo as Aron ftormes: 
But faic againe,how manic faw thechilde: 

Nurfe. Cornelia the Midwife,and my felfe, - 
And no one els but the deliuered Empreffe. 

Aron, the Empreffe,the Midwife,and your felfe, 
Two may keepe countell when thethird’s away: 


, Goctothe Empreffe,cell her thisIfaid. He kids ber.. 
weekes | 
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VVecke,weeke,Co cries a Pigge prepared tothe pie, 
Dreme, what meantt thou Aron, wherforedidit chou this? 
Arew, O Lordfir,tis adeede of pollicie, 

Shall thee liue to betraie this gilrof ows? 

Along tongude babling Goflip, No Lords,noz 

And now be it knowne to you my full satede, 

Notfarre, one Malitens my Councsiage heat 

Hiswife but Pee was broughttobed,, 

Hischilde is like to her,faite as you are: 

Goepacke with him,and giue the mothergo'd, 

And tell them both, the circumftance of aie 

And how by this their childe fhall beaduaunft, 

And be receiued for the Emperours Heire, 

And fubftituged in the place of mine; 

rocalme this tempeft whirling in the Court, 

Andletthe Lmperour dandle him for his owne. 

Harke yce Lords, you fee I haue given her Phificke, 

Andyou muft needs beftow herFunerall, 

thefields are neere,and youare gallant Groomest 

this done, fee that you take no longer daies, 

But fend the Midwite prefenthie to mee. 

the Midwife andthe Nurfe well made away, 

Then let the Ladies tattle what they pleafe, 
Chi, Aron, Lfeethou wilt not traft the aire with fecrets. 
Demurias, Forthis eareof Tamora, 

Her felfejand hers, are haghlie boundto thee. Exennt, 
Aron, Now to the Gefhesas (wiftas twallow flics, 

There to difpofe this treafure in mine armes, 

And fecretlieto greete the Empreffe friends: uae 

Comeon you thicke-lipt-flaue,I le beare you henee, > 

Forit is you that puts vsto our fhifts: 0 9g 

Ile make you feede on berries, andon roots," 

And feede on-curds and whay,and{ucke the Goate, | 

Andcabbinina Caue,and bring youvp, — . 

To be awarriour and commauad aCampes 
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tlemen with bomes, and ica bearcsshaarrewes with eters 
on the ends of them, 3 


onius, you mult doeit, 
Tis you mutt dig with matrocke and with {pade, 
And picreethe smmoft Centerof the earth, 
T hen when youcometo Plutees Region, 


~ Iprayy.oudeliuer iim this petition, ~~ - 


Tell himt is for iuftice and foraide, ° ‘ 

And chat it comes from olde Andrewicns © 

Sh ken wich orrowes in vngratetull Rome,’ 

Ah Rome, well, well, Imade thee miferable, 

VVhateune I threw the peoples faffrages, 

Onbim that thus doth tyrrannize ore mee. Res 

Got get yougone, and pray béeetarefullall, = 0 

Afid leane younot aman of ypgre vnfearcht, - : 

This wicked Emperour may tne herhencé 

And kinfemen then we may goe pipe foriuflice, 
Marcus, O Publius is not this'a heauie cafe: 

To fee thy Noble Vinklethus diftraQt? > 
Publens, Therefore my Lords it highly wsconcern 

Bydaeand nightt’attend him carefulise:» 

And fecde hishumotr kindly as we may, 
iltime beyet fome carefull remedie. : 
Adarens, hiafncn his fortowes are paft remedic B ’ 

u 
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Joine with the Gorbes,and with reuengefull warre, 
Take wreake on Rome forthis ingra: Jane 
And vengeeme onthe traitour mine, 

Titus, ‘Publins hownow,how now my Mafters, 
VVhat haue 

Publius, Nomy 
If you will hauer 2 
Marric for luttice thee isfo imploid, 
He thinkswith Jone in heauen,or fome where elfe, 
$o that perforce you moult needs ftaie a time, 

Titus, He doth me wrong to feede me withdelaics, 
Ilc diuc intothe burning lake belowe, 
And pull her out of Acaron by the heeles, 
Mares weare but fhrubs,no Cedars wee, 
Nobig-boand-men framde of the Cyclops fize, 
But mettall Marems,ftecle to the verte baeke, 
Yet wrung with wrongs more than our backs canbeare: 
And {ith thet’s noiufticein earth nor hell, 
VVewill follicite heauen and moue the Gods, 
To fend downe luftice for to wreake our wrongs: 


met with her? 


helt youthall, 


pe 


-Come to this geate,you area yood Archer Marcus, 


He gines them the Arrowes, ’ 

04d Jonem,thats tor you, here ad eApollencus, 
ed Martem,thats formy felfc, 
Here boy to Pallas here to Mercurie, 
To Saturnine to Cains,uot to Saturnine, " 
You wereas good to fhoote againft the winde, 
Too itboy,Marcws loofe when I bid, 
Of my word I haue written to effec, 
ThersnotaGod left vnfollicited, 

Marcas. Kinfemen,fhoot all your fhaftsinto the Court, 
VVee will affiit the Emperour in his pride. 
~ ‘Titus. Now Mafters draw ,Oh well faid Lacing, 


Good boy in Virgoes lappe, giue it Pallas, Saas 
e M Lord Laimeamileb ond cheffeone, x} 
Marcus, My Lord, H y ee Your a 


ee 
aie 


Lord, but ‘Prate fends you word, 


i 
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Your letter is with Jabiter by this, 

Titus, Ha, ha, Pablens, Publius, what haft thoudone? 
See, fec, thou haft thotoff one of Tasrashornes. 

Marew, This was the{port my Lord, when Publius thot 

The Bull being galde,gaue Aries fucha knocke, 
That downe fe iboth the Rams hornesinthe Court, 
Aad who fhould fiade them bur the Empreffe vill aine: 
Shee laught, and colde the Moore hee fhould not chovfe, 
But giue them to his Mafter fora prefent, 

Tutus. V Vhy there it goes,God giue his Lordfhipioy, 


Enter the Clowne with a baskgt and two pidgeons in it, 


Clowne. Newes,newes from heauen, 
Marcas the Poaftis come, 

Tstas, Sirra what tidings, haue you any letters, 
Shall I haue iuftice,what {aies Jubiter? 

Clowne, Ho the Gibbetmaker? Hee faies that le hath 
taken them downeagaine,forthe maa muft not be hangd 
ull the next weeke, 

Tetus, But what faies Jubiter I aske thee? 

Clowns, Alas fir, I know not J#biter, 

Incuer dranke with him in all my life, 

Totus, VVhy villaineart not thouthe Carrier. . 

Clowne, I ot my pidgeons fir, nothing els. 

Titus, V Vivy did{tthou net come from heauen? 

(towne, From he wea, alasfir, [neuer came there, 

God forbid I fhould be fo bolde,topreffetoheauen in my 
young daies: ; 
VVhy Iam going with my pidgeons to the tribunal 
Phebs, totake vp a matter of brawle becwixt my Vacle, 
and one of the Emr erals men, 
Marcas, VViny fir, thatisas fit as can bee to ferue for 
your Oration, and lethim deliver the pidzeonstothe 
Emperour from you 
Titas. 


Gor gle 


of Titus Andronicus, 


Ties, Tcll mee, can you deliver an Orationto the Ems 


perour witha grace, 


Clowne, Nay truclie fir , I could neuer fay grace in all 
y life. 
aa Sirra come nn nomoreadoo, 
iue your pi tothe Emperour, 
Sp hs te Aor, 0a juftice at his hands, 
Hold, ho!d, meanewhile here’s money for chy charges, 
Give me penandinke, ints 
Sirra,can you with a grace deliuer vp a Supplication? 
Clowne, | fir, : 
Titus, Then hereisa Supplication for you, and when you 
cometo him, at the firltapproch youmuftkneele , then 
kifle his foote , then deliuer vp your pidgeons , and then 


lookefor your reward , He beeat hand fir, fee you doc it 


brauelie, 
Clowne, I warrant you fir, let me alone. te 
Titws, Sirra haft thou aknife? Come let me fe eit, 
Here Adarcus, foldit in the Oration, 
For thou haft made it like an humble Suppliant. 
And when thou haft giuen it to the Em . 
Knocke at my doore,and tell me what he faics. 
Clowne. God bewith you fir, I will. . 
Titus, Come Marcus letvs goc, Publius follow mec. 


Excunt. 
4 -Futex Emperour and Empreffe and ber two fonnes, the 


our brings the Arvewesin bis band 
that Titusfootathim. ‘a ; 
+. (Keene, 
Saturnine, VVhy tordswhat wrongs ate thefe,was cucr 
an Emperour in Rome thus oucrborne, 
Troubied igo = =e ie is extent 
quftice, vide in {uch co ye * 
O fegalliuflice, ee 
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Themoft Lamentable: ragedic 
My tords youkaow the thightfull Gods, 
How euer thefe difturbers of ourpeace 
Buz in the peoples eares,there nought hath paft 
But cuenwith lawagain{t the wilfull fonnes 
Of old eMlwdromens, and what and if 
His forrowes hawefo ouerwhelmde his wites? 
Shall we bethusaffiéted in his wreakes, 
His fits, his frencie, and his bitternes? 
And now hewrites to heauen for his redreffe, 
See heres to Sone, and this to Adercurie,: 
This to Apollo, this to the God of warre: 
Sweete skrowles to flie about the {treets of Rome, 
Whats this bur Jibellin g againtt the Senate, 
And blazoning our ynuuttice cuerie where, 
A goodly humoris it not my Lords? 
As who would fay in Rome noiuftice were. 
Butif[ liue his fained extafies 
Shall beno fhelter to the(e outra ges, 
But he and his fhall know that iultice lines 
Tn Saturuinus health, whomeifhe fleepe, 
Hele fo a wakeas hein furie (hall, 
Cut off the proud’(t con{piratour thatliues, 
Tamora, My gratious Lord, my louely Sarurnine, 

Lord ofmy life,commander of my thoughts, 
Calme theeand beare the faults of Titus age, 

© fects of forrow for his valiant fonnes, 
VVhofe loffe hath pearft him deepe and skard his hart, 
Andrather comtort his diltre(led plight, 
Than profecute the meaneft or the belt 
For thefe contempts: why thus it fhall become 
Hie witted Tamora to glofe wich all, 
But Titws] hauctouched chee tothe quicke, » 
Thy life blood out:ife4ron now bewile, 
Thenis all fafe, the Anchor in the port, 


- * 


Enter 
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of Titus Andronicus, 
Suter Chien. 


ow now good fellow wouldit thoufpeake with ys> 
nae Yea forfooth & your Mittethip be Emperiall, 
‘Tamora, Empreffe Lam, but yonder firs the Emperour, 
Clow, Tishe, God and Saint Stenen gite you Godden, 
J have browght youa letter anda coupleof Pigeons heié, 


He reads the letter, 


Satur, Goe take him away and hang him prefently? 
(low. How much money muft I haue, 
Tamera, Come fitrayou muft be hanged, 
Clowne. Hangd be Lady, then I haue brought Vp aneck 
toa faire e1 . 
Exit. 


~ 


Satur, Difpightfull and intollerable wrongs, 
Shall J endurethis monftrous villanie? 
Iknow from whence this fame deuife Proceeds, 
May thisbe borne as if his traitorous fonnes, 
‘That dide by law for murther ofour other, 
Haue by my meanes bin butcheredw ngfully, 
Goe dragge the villaine hitherby the haire, 
Norage, nor honour, fhall shape priueledge, 
Forthis proud mocke, Ile be thy flaughter man, + 
Sly franticke wretch, that holpf to makeime great, 
Inhope thy felfe fhould guuerne Rome and me. 


Enter Nutins Emitlius, 
Satur, V Vhat newes with thee Eestlins? 


Emilius. Armc my Lords, Rome neuer had more caule; 
The Gothes haue gathered head and witha powtr 
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Ofhighrefolued men, bent cothe fprile, 

They hither march amaire,ynder condugé 

Of Lucius fonneto old eAndronicus, 

VVho threats in courfe of this reuenge,to doe 

Asmuch as cuer Corio/auus did, 

Kirg. 1s war'ife Lwcins Generall of the Gorbes, 

Thete tidings nip me, and I hang the head 

As flowers with frolt, or grafle beat dowace with ftormes, 

I now begins our forrowes to approch, , 

Tis hethe common people loue fo much, 

My felfe hath often heard them fay, 

V Vhen I hauewalked like apriuateman, 

That Luciws banifhment was wrongfullie, 

And they hiuewithe that Lacins were their Emp erour, 
Tamora, whiy thould you feare, is not your Citie ftrang? 
King. [but the Citizens fauour Lweins, 

And will reuolt from me to fuccour him, 


Tamora. King Be thy thoughts imperious like thy name, 


Is the funne dimde,that Gnats doe 
the Eagle fuffers litrle birds to fing, 
Andis not carefull whae they meanethereby, 
Knowing that with the thadow of bis winges,: 
He canat pleafure flint their melodie, 
Euen fomaielt thou the giddie men of Rome, 
Then cheare thy fpirit forknow thou Emperour, 
I willinchaunt the old eAndronicus, 
With words moreiweete ard yet more dangerous 
Then baites to fith,or honniefta'kesto theepe, 
When as the onc is wounded withthe bait, 
~The other rotted with delicious feede, 
King, Buthe will not intreat his fonne for vs, 
tamors, If Tamora intreat him thanhe will, 
For I can {mooth and fil] |.is aged cares, 
WVith golden promifes, that werehis hart 
Almoft impregnable, bis old yeares deafe, 


ce init, 


Google 


_ of Titus Andronicus. 
Yet fhould botheare and hart obay my tongue. 
Goe thou before to be our Ambaffador, 
Say t hat the Emperour requefts a parlie, 
Ofwarlike Lwe:ms,and-ap point the meeting, 
Even at his Fathers houfe theold Andronicus, - 
King. Emillinsdoe thisme(fagehonourably, — 
And ithe ftand in hoftage for his fattie, 
Bid himdemaund what pledge will pleafe him beft,. 
Emillins, Your bidding fhallI doc effe€tually, 
Exit, 
Tamora, Now-will I tothat old Andronicas, 
And temper him with all the Art] haue. 
To plucke proudeL scinefromthe warlike Gothes, 
And now {weet Emperour be blith againe, 
And burie all chy feare in my deuifes, 
Saturnine, Then goefuceffantly and plead tohim. 


Exeunt, 


Enter Lucins with an Armie of Gothes with 
Drum s and Souldiers, 


Lweins, Approued warriours,and my faithful friends, 
Ehaue receaued letters from great Rome, . 
VVhich fignifies what hate they beare their Emperour,. 
Andhow defirouis ofour fight they are, 

Therefore great Lords bee as yourtitles witnes, 

Imperious, andimpatient of your wrongs, 

And wherein Rome hath done youany skath, 

Lethim make treable fatisfagtion, 
Gorb, Braue flip{prong trom the great Andronicus, 

V Vhofename was once our terrour, now our comfort, 

VVhofe high exployts and honourable deeds, 

Ingratefull Rome requites with fou'e contempt, 


Be bold in ys weelefollow where thouleadft, . 
Like: 
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* Like flinging Beesin hotreft fammers day, ~~ This ATLA 
Ledby teeir Maftertotheflowred eld V Vhy doolt not whargeare, NOFA word? re 
Andbeaduengde oncurfed Tamera: - A hake Sou'diers,hanghimonthistres,~ 
And ashe fath, fo fay we all with him. And by his fide hus fruite of — none >... .7° 
Laceus, 1 humblie thanke him and I thanke youall, Aron, Haring if racy oh blouds, 
But who comes here led by aluftie Gotbe? Lue, Toolike the fier for euer be byt Shad 
bn . Firlt hang the eI le Sin | aspen 
Enter a Goth le. Aron with bis child A fight to vexthefathersfoulewithall. 
WIG? 324 Tien: Get me aladder,L wen faue thechilds : 
And beareit frommetotheEmprefle: - |’ * 
Goth, Renowmed Lwciws fronfbur troupes I ftraid, If thou do this,ilefhew thee won things, 
To pase vponaruinous Monalterie, 3 i That highly org pga: taheareg 
Andas L earneftly did fixe mineeye, ‘ Ifthou wiltnot,befall whatmay befall, © * ‘ 
Vpon the wafted building fuddainely, lle fpeake nomore,but vengeancerotte you all. , 
Theard a child crievnderneatha = Lucius, Say on,and ifit pleafe me which thou fpeakft, — 
I made vntothe noife, whenfoone I heard, Thy'child thall liue,and I will {ee itnourifht. ~~ 
the crying babe controld with this difcourfe: efron, And if it pleafe thee? why affure thee Lweias, | 
Peace tawnieflaue, halfe me, and halfe chy Dame, twill vexe ——— hearewhat I fhall{peake:  ~ 
Did not thy hue bewray whofe brat thou art, For I muft talke ofmurthers, rapes,and maflakers, 
Had nature lent thee but thy mothers looke, A &tsof black night,abhominabledeeds, 
Villaine thou might haue bin an Emperour, Complots of mifchiefe,treafon,villanie s, 
But where the bull and Coware both milke white, Retiielleeheben et pitteoufly performde, 
They neuer doe beget acoleblackeCalfez ~|— And this fhall all « buried iniy death, 
Peace Villaine peace, euen thus he rates the babe, Vnleffe thou fweare to me my child thall liue. 
For! maft bearetheeto atruftie Goth, Lucius. tell on thy minde, I fay thy child thal] live, 
VVho when he knowesthouartthe Emprefle babe, efron, Sweare that he fhali,and thenI will begin, 
VWVillhold thee dearely forthy mothersfake, | Laci, VVho fhould I fweare by, thou beleeueft no 
WVith this my weapon drawen I rufht vponhim that graunted,how canft thou beleeue anoath, 
Surprifde himfuddainely ,and brought him hither , Aron. VVhat if I doe not,asindeed I donot, 
Tovfe as you thinkenecdefull of the man, Yet for I know thouart religious, j 
- Lacins, Ohworthie Goth this is thelincarnate diuell, And haft athing within thee called confcieneé,, 
That robd e4ndronicus of his goodhand, , ; VVith twenty popith tricks and ceremonies, 
T his is the Pearlethat pleafd your FE mpreffe eye, 'e VVhichI hauefeenetheecarefulltoobferue, 
And her’s the bafe fruit o£ her burning luft, Therefore Ivrge thy oath, for that a ee ay 
Say wall-eyd laue whither wouldftthouconuay, An sdeot bold bis baublefor a Pai 23 
erst This |. Anideexboldntinbenbleeeigihis sipas ge a 
pe digo. “8s ° 
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The moit DeeppelieTragedic 
the oath y that Godhefweares, 
rothati him,therefore thou thalt vow, ~ 
By chat fame what God{o ere-it be 
‘hat thou.adoreft, and haft in reuerence, 
To fuemy Nghe ese ot eth 


to 
Lwciss, Ewen by my God Lweare tothce Iwill. 

y ae him onthe Empreflcs. 
Busint, Oh moft infatiate and luxuneus woman, 
ettren, rut.Lucins, this was but a deedot charitic, 

ro that which thowfhalt kcare of me anon, ; 

was hertwo fonnes that mur dered Baffanne, 

They cus thy Sifters tongue,and rauifht her, 

And cutherhands, and trimd her as thou fawelt, 
Lue, Oh deteftable villaine, callit thou that trimming, 
Aron, VVhy the was watht, andeut, andtrimd, 

And twas trim {port for thetn which hud’ the doing of 1t. 
Lue, Oh barberous bealtlie villaines like thy felfe. 
eArem, Indeed I was their tutor to inftrudct 5 heal 

That codding fpirit had they from their mother, -- 

As {ure acard as ewer wonne the {ett 

That bloodie minde I thinke they learnd of me, 

As true a Dog as cuer fought at heads 

VVell let my deeds be witnes of my worth, 

I traind shy beediiven tothat puilefullhole, 

where the dead corpes of Befiawms laics 

I wrote the letter that thy Father found, 

And hid the gold within that lettermentioned, 

Contederate with the Queeneand her two foni.cty 

And what not done, that thou hait-caufe to ruc, 

wherein had no {troke of mifchiefe init, 

I plaid the cheater for thy fathers hand, 

And whenl had it drew my felfea part, ) 

And almoft broke my hart with extreanie lauglitet, 

_ +H pricd me throu ghthe crevice of awall, . 

wheo 


Google 


of Titus Aedronicus,, 
twafonnes heads, 


avhen for his hand he hadhis 
Beeld his teares and laught fol 


ty 
. 


That both mine eyes wer co liien 

And when Itelde ra Eapealiee fier, 

And for my tidings gaue me twentich me Sei 
a ; . 


” 
Pd 


Gath : 
VVhat canft thou fay allthis andneuerblufh> 


Aron. 
Hike ablacke Dog,asthe faying is; 


Laie’, ; 
Artchounot forrie for thefe hainaus deeds, 


_ Arn. 
T thatI hadnotdonea 


thoufand more, 
Euen now! curfetheday and yet! thinke 
Fewe come,within the conmpetteot any car, 3 


wherein! did not fome netorious 


Askill anvan,or els deuife his death, 


Rauith amaide,or plot the waieto docit, 
Accufe fome innocent, and ferfweare my felfeg 
parier 


Set deadly 


) 


‘ 


* 
. 
; 
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ee 


The ntoft LamentableTragedie. 
But Lhaue done a thoufanddreadfall things, ~ 
Aswillingly as one would killa flie, ij 
Andnothing grienes me hartelicindeede, 
But that I cannot doeten thouland more, 

Lucius, Bring downe the Diuell for he muft not die, 
So {weet a death as hanging prefently . 

Aron, Ifthere be Diucls would I wereaDiuel, 
To liue and burne in euerlafting fire , 
So I might haue your compauie in hel, 
But to torment you with my bitter tongue, 

Laci, Sirs op his mouthand let him {peake nomore, 


Enter Emillinus, 


Goth. My Lord there isa meffengerfrom Rome,. 
Deliersto be admitted to your prefence. 
Lucins, Let him come nere, 
VVelcome Enulins,what’s the newes from Rome? 


B 
At 


Se. 


ee 
VVilling you to demaund your hoftages, a 


Tamora, Thus in this firange and fad hapitiam i a 


Iwill encounter with ¢fedromcns,” 8 ™ OR Oe 
Andfay I amreuenge {ent from belowe, |: 
Xo ioyne with him and right hishaitious wrongs, ¥ 


» Google 


K nocke : 


of TieusAndronicus: 
Knocke at his ftudie where they fay he keepes, i ee 
Tell hime : sab ocue te ioruivariten, 
And worke on his enemies. 


| T hey kooks and sus opens bis fui door, . 


Titus, VVho doth moleft my contemplation? 

Isit your tricketo make meope the dore, _ «. 

That fo my faddeerees may flieaway, 

And all my ftudie be to noeffeét, 

You are decciude, for what Imeane to doe, 

Sce here in bloodie lines Ihaue fet downe. 

And whatis written thall be executed, 

Tamera, T stus,lam come to talke with thee. — 
Titus, Nonot a word, how can] grace my talke, . 

VVanting a hand to give that accord, 

Thou haft the odds hae rire no more, . (me 
Tamora. 1fthou did{t know me thou wouldft talk with 
Titus. Lam not mad, }knowthee wellenough, __ 

VVitnes this wretched [tump, witnesthefeicrimfon lings, 

witnes thefe trenchesmade by greefe and care, - 

witnes the tiring day and heauienight, ’ 

witnesall phe oats rns thee well 

For our proud Emprefle,mighty tamora: 

Isnot chy comming for my Sebtiand. 

Tamora, Know thou fad man, Lam not Tamera, 

Shee is thy enemie,andI thy friend, 

Iam Reuenge fentfromth’infernall Kingdome, 

ro eafethe gnawing vulture of thy mindey 

By working wreakfull vengeance on thy foes:- 4. >. ¢, 

Comedowne and we!come metothis worldslight,; 

Conferre with me ofmurderandofdeath,- © 

Ther’s nota hol!ow Caus orlurking place, + te : 

Le. "Seen 


2 


The moft Lamentable T ragedie 
Novalt ob(curiticor mifhe vale, ‘. 
¥ Vhere bloodie murther or detefted rape, 
Can couch tor feare but I wll finde the mout, 
And meheir cares tell them my dreadtullname, 
Reusnge which makes the foule offender quake. 
Titus, Are thou; Reucngetand art thou {ent to mee, 
To be atorment to mine enemres, 
ramora, Lam,therefore come downeand welcome met 
Tutus, Doe me fomeferuice ere I come to thee, 
Lo by thy fide where Rape and Murder ftands, 
Now _ fome furance that thow art reucnge, 
Stab them, or teare themon thy Chariet wheelet, 
And then Lie come and be thy wagoner, 
Andwherle along with theeabout the Globes, 
Prouide thee two proper pa'frays,black'as set, 
To hale thy vengetull waggon(wift away, 
And finde out murder ingheir guiltic cares, 
And when thy Car is loaden wath: thei heads, 
I will difmount and by thy waggon wheele, 
xrotte lite a feruile footeman all day long, 
Luen from Epeoss fing in che Batt, 
Voutill his verie downeiall in the Sea, 
Andday by day Ile do this beauie taske, 
Sothou deftroy Rapine and Murderthere, . 
Tamora, Thele are my minifters and come with 1s, 
Titws, Arethemehy munifters, whatare they calld3 | 
Tamora. Rape and Murder,therefore called fo, 
Caufethey take vengeance of {uch kinde of men, 
T it, Good Lord how like the EmprefTe fonnes they ate, 
And you the Empreffe,but we wordliemen 
Haue miferable mad miftaking cies: 
Oh fweete Reuenge,now doc I cometa thee, 
And if onearmes imbracement will contentchee, 
Lwillimbracetheetnit byand by. ' 
Taevera, This clofing wich bimfics bisLanaci, 


——~" 


Google 


of Titus Andrenicus. 


VVhat ere I forgetofeedehisbraine-ficketumors, ° 


Folcatter and the giddie Gerber, 
Or attheleaft them his enemies:. 
Sec here he comes,and I mult pliemy theame. 
Tisms, Long hauc Lbin forlome andall for thees, 
dread Furieto my weefull houle, 
and M are welcome too: 
How like the andher fonnes you ate, 


wellare you had you but a Jéeere, 
‘Could notall hell afford you fucha Diucll? 
For well 1 worthe le meuer wags, 


- But inher companie there isa Afeere, 


And would our Queenearight, 
Ie arpa bee ATH tH 
But welcomeas you are ,whatthall wee doe? , 
ym what wouldit thou haue vs doe e% 
emis, Show me a muttherer Ile deale withtum, 
Chi, Show me avillaine that hath done a rape, 
And I am {ent to berenengde onhim, 
Tamera,Show mea thouland that hath done thee wreng, 
And I will bereuenged on themall, 
Titus, Looke roundabout the wicked fireets of Rome, 
Andwhenthoufindft aman that's like thy felfe, 
Good nurther ftab him,hee’s a murtherer, 
Goe thon with him, and when itis thy hap, 
Tofindeanosherthatisliketothee, 
Good Rapineftab him, heisarauither, 5 
Goe thou with them,andin the Empero™ Court, 
There is a Queene attended by a Meer fea 


’ & 
f = 


ct. 


‘The molt Lamentable Tragedis 


Tamora, V V elihaft chouJeffond vsti hall we de, 
‘But wou!d rt  leafe thee good 

To f-nd for Lacins thy thrice valiantfonne, . 

V Vho leades towards Romea band of warlike Garber, 
‘And bid him comeand at thy houfe, © 

'V Vhen heis here even atthy feat}. 

I willbring in the Empreffeand hirfonnes, 2! 9° 
The Em Rane INST oo oS ae 
And at thy mercie thall th and 
Andoa i fhalt thou eaff thy sm = 

VVhat fay cs dudvonicesothio onli, 


Enter Marcus. 


ie Maren: my brother, tis fad rites dation 
Goe gentle Marcus to thy nephew Lacing, ; 
Thou thal enquire him out among the Gether, wed 
Bid him repaireto me and bring with him, » 
Some of the chiefelt Princes ofthe Gerhes, ' 
Bid himencampe his Souldiers where they are, * 
“™ Tell him the Emperour and the Emprefle too, 
Feaft at my houfe,and he fhall feat vcith them): 
This doe & for my fou¢,and folet him, 
Ashe rega sHivaged Fatherslife. 
Marcus, This willT doe,and foone returneagaine; 
Tamera, Now will Thence about thy bufines, * ° 
And take my minifters a long with me, 
Ry Tites, Nay,nay,let rape and murder ftay with me, 
3 Or els Ile a Leother backeagaine, * 
And iaseaaes no reuengebut Laciws, 


him, 
Tamora, VVhat fay you boyes will you abide ri a 


Google 


y- ieger Pti er e -mu 9 jpa, ? 
For wpand downe the dothrefemblethee, | 
I pray thee doe onthearfomeviolentdeath, ©...” 
They hauc bin vielent tome and mine. 


A. eee Beery aes 
' all she: diacttrind’ 
Fares Ra age aS 


clofe theirmouthes sword, 
Is he fore bound, eet 
eos a 


ote ney ran pe weiner 
Speier che et a ie . ae 


“© ‘The moft Lamentable Tragedie 


Hereftands thefpring whome youhaue ftaind wath mud, 
This goodly fommer with your winter mixe, 
You kild her bulband, sud hocelack vild faule, 
two other brothers were condemnd todeath, 
My hand cut off and madea merricieft, 
Both her{weete hands, hirtongue, and that more de are 
Than hands ortongue, herfpotlefle chaftitie, 
Inhumune traitors you collie’ and forft, 
V Vhat would you fay if! thouldlet youfpeake? 
Villaines for fhame you could not beg for grace, 
Hurke wretches how I meaneto marter you, 
This one handy et is left to cut yourthroats,  - 
WVhiles chat Lauinia tweene her {tumps doth hold, 
the bafon that receaues your guiltie blood, 
You know your Mother meanes to feaft with me, 
And calles herfelfe Reuenge and thinks me mad. 
Harke villaines | will grinde your bones to duft, 
And with your blood and it [le makea pafte, 
And of the palte a coffen I will reare, 
and m ake two pafties of your fliamefull heades, 
And bid chae {trumpet your vahallowed Dam, 
Like to the earth {wallow her owne increafe, 
Thisis the feaft thac I hawe.bid her too, 
And this the banket the thall {urfer on, 
For worfe than Phjlomell you vide my daughter, 
And worle than Progze I will bercuengd. 
And now prepare your throats,Lauinia come, 
2 ‘Receaue the blood, and when thatthey are dead, 
-*’ Let me goe grinde their bones to powder {mall, 
and with this hatefull liquourtemperit, 
Andin that pafte let their vile heades be bakt, 
, Come,coms, be euerie one officius, 
To make this banket which I with may proue 
More fterne and bloodie than the Centaurs feakt, — 
He cuts their throats. 
Sonow bring them in for Ile play the Cooke, 


ie wv Gor gle 


+ of Titus Andronicus. © 
of Ti cen 


And {eethem readicagaintt 


s 


E 3 jth Ger en 
Enter Lucius, Mares rats 


Lucins, Miiensineneent eames minde, 
toRome Jam 7 

ae aatoaniht thine, befall what Fortune will, 
Lwci, Good Vackletake youin this barberous Moore, 

This raucnous tiger, this weory err a A 

Let him receaue no fofinance, fetter - 

Till hebe beonghewne oe Emprefie * 

ae the Ambuth of our friends be 

I fearethe Emperourimeanes no goodto riod 
Moore, Some diuell whifper curfes inmy es 

And prompt me that my ee orth, 

The venemous mallice of my fwelling hart. i, 

* Lyciws, Away inhumane do ze vohallowe ue, 
i kleto conuay him m, 

aa tela om ¢ the Emperour isat hand, 


Sound Trumpets. Enter Emperoir and Empreffe with Tri- 
se pact hath the firmament ee _ 
ad VVhat boctsitthee to call thy felfea ae 
‘Mer RomesEmperourand Nephew break the Parle, 
Thefe quarrels mufi be quietly debated, 
The fealtisready which the carefull Tits, - 
Hath ordaindeto anhonorable end, 


For peace, for loue,for league and good to Rome, 


Pleafe you therefore, draw nie andtakeyour places. — 
King. Marcuswe Willy a 


Trumpets founding Enter titas iake-a Cooke, placing the 


> 


difoes, and Lanmntawitha vaileower ber face., 
tle, VVelcome my GE. dread | 


% 


ThemoftLamentable Tragedie 


V Velcome yee warlike bes, welcome Lwcias,, 
And melcoueall although thetheare beyome 
ph ing ore pleafe you cate of it, 
ing. yy art ised Andronicus 

Titus, Becaulel rondo kattchones well, 


Toentertaine your 


My Lord the Emperourrefolue me this, 
VVas it well done of rath Viginins 9 
To flay his daughter wi ownersi 
Sicha fhe was pirlery wry 
King, Itwas . ‘ 
Titss, Yourreafon mighty tord. . 
King, Becaufe the gitlethould not furuiue her fhame,. 
And by her prefence fill renewe his forrowes.. «| 
Titus, Areafon might, ftrong, and effeétuall, 
A patterne prefident, and liuelie warrant, 
For me moft wretched to performethelike, 
Die, die, Lamwinia and thy fhame wirh thee, 
And with thy fhame thy Fathers forrow die. _ 
King. VVhathaft thou done, vanaturall and vakinde, 
Tit, Kild her forwhom my teares haue made me blind, 
Tam as woefull as Virginians was, : 
And hauea thoufand times morecaufe than he, 
Todoe this outrage,anditnowis done, .. 
King. V Vhat was the rauifht, tell who didthe deede; 
T, VVilt pleafe you eate,wilt pleafe your highnes feed, 
Tam. VVhy haft thou flaine thine only Daughter thus? 
Titws, Not I,twas Chiron,and Demetrius, 
They Rauifht her and cut away her tongue, 
And they, twas they, that did her all this wrong. 
King, Goe fetch them hither to vs prefently. 
Tutus, VVhy there they are both baked in this Pie, 
VVhereof their Mother daintilie hath ted, 
Earing the flcih that thee her felfe hath bred, 


Tamora, V V care beholdi hs good j 


Google 
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Tis true,tistrug witnes my kniues fharpe te, 
; Pee Wares He flabsthe Empre (fe. 
Emperear, Die fianticke wretch for this accurfed deede, 
Lucius, Can the fonneseiebeholdhisfatherblecde: ~ 
Ther’s meede for meede,death for adeadly deede. 
Mareus, You fad facde men , people and fons of Rome 
By Ly ages be fl rebar . 
Scatterd by winds ghtempeltuous gulls, 
Ohlet me teach youhow toknit againe, gu 
This{cattered corne into one mutual] fheaffe, 
Thefe broken limbs againe into one bodie, (felfe,. 
ve Lord , Let Rome her felfe bee bane vato her 
and {hee whome mightie kingdomes curfie too, _ 
Likeaforlorne and rate caltaway, 
Doefhamefull execution on her felfe, 
But ifmy froftie fignes and chappes of age, 
GrauewitnefTes of truc experience, 
Cannotinduce youto attend my words, 
Speake Roomes deare as erft Gur Anceftor, 
when with his folemnetongue he did difcourfe 
10 loue ficke Didoes fad attending care, 
the ftorie of that balefull burning night, 
VVhen fubtile Greekes furprizd King Priams Troy, © 
Tell vswhat Sinon hath bewicht oureares, - _. 
Or who hath brought the fatal engine in Poe 
That giues our Troy, our Rometheciuill wonnd, © 
My hart isnot compact of flint nor ftecle, ae 
Nor can I vtter all our bitter greéfe, 
But flouds ofteares will drowne my Oratorie, 
And breake my vttrance euenin the time, 
VVhenit fhould moue yee to attend memoft, 


And force you to tion, oe 

Her’s Rien ee ae let himeelithe tale, 

VV hile I ftand by anid weepeto heate fpeakey, 
Laciar, I 


e Then Fe Veer Fee 
_ That Chives and the damn’d Demetriat.. 


~)<sof Titus Andronicus, é 


 ThemoftLamentable Tragedie 
Were they that murdred our Emperours brother, . 
And they at were that ravifhed our filter, 5 
For their fell faults our brothers were beheaded, 
Our Fathers teares difpilde, and bafely coufend, 
Ofthat true hand that fought Romes quarrell out, 
And (ent her enemies vneo the graue, 
Laftly my felfevmkindely banifhed, 
Thegates flut on meandturnd weeping out, 
To beg reliefe among Romes enemies, 
VVho drownd their enmetie in.my true teares, 
And opt theirarmestoimbrace me asafriend, 
Tam'the turned forth beitknownetoyou, — 
that haue preferude her welfare in my blood, 
And from her bolfome tooke the enemies point, 
Sheathing the {teelein my aduentrous body, 
Alas you know] amno vaunterI, 
My {cars can witnes dumbalthoughthey are, 
That my reportissuft and full of truth, 
But oft, me thinkes I doe digreffetoomuch, 
Cyting my worthlespraife,Oh pardon me . 
For when no friends are by, men praife themfelues, — 
Marcus, Now ismy turne to {peake,behold the child, 
Of this was Tamora deliuered, 
Theiflucof an irrelgious Moore, 
Chiefe architeé and plotter of thefe woes, 
The y1!laine1s aliue in T stws houle, 
Andas heisto witnes this is true, 
Now iudge what courfe had Tseus to reuenge, 
thefe wrongs vnfpeakeable paft patience, 
Ormore than any living mancould beare, L 
Now haue youheard the truth , what fay you Romaines? - 
Haue we donc ough anuffe, fhew vs wherein, 
- And from the place where yoy behold vs pleading, 
the poore remaindes of eAndrenicie, ; 
~ VVill hand in hand, all headlong hurle our felues, _ . i : 
Andon the racgedftones beatforthourfoules, =| 
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Emillins, Come come thoureucrentmanofRome, — * . Me of 
And bring our Emperour gently in’shy hand, ; a 
Lucius our Empevour for welll know, . ; . "Ss 


- The commonvoicedoe cry it fhall be fo. 


Marcus, Lucinsyall haile Romes royall Emperoury, |. 
Goe goeinto old rstms forrowfull houle, 
Andhither hale thatmisbelicuing A<oore, ‘ 

To beadiudgefome dyrefull laughtring death, 
Aspunifbment for his moft wicked life, 
Lweins all haile Romes gratious goucrnour. ‘ 

_ Lweins, Thankes gentle Romanes may] gouerne fos, 
Toheale barmes, and wipe away her woe, 

But gentle people giuemeayme a while, 

Fornature putsmetoahcametaike, 

Stand all aloofe but vnckle draw you neare; 

To fhed ob fequious teares vpon this trunke, 4 

Oh take this warme kiffe on thy pale cold lips, 

Thefe forrowfall drops vpon thy blood flaine face, 

Thelaft true duties ofthy noble fonne. ; 
Marcus. 'T care for teare,and louing kiffe for kite, 

thy brother AZarcastenderson thy lips, 

Oh werethe fuimme,of thefe that I fliould pay, 


CountlefTe and infinite, yet would I pay them, \ 
Lwcins. Come hither boy come, come and learneofvs. | 
ro melt in fhowers, thy Grandfirelou’dtheewell, 


Many atimeheedaunfttheeonhisknee, 
Song thee fleepe his louing breft thy pillow, 
Many afori¢ hath hetoldto thee, “, Ss 
And bidthee bare his prettie talesin minde, a, 
And talke of them when he was dead and gont, (lips, 
Mares, How manie thoufand:timeshath thefe"poore 
VVhen they were living warmdtifemfelues on thine, 
a latehthifle, 
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 Jamno babie I, chat with bate ) ? 
_ Ifhould repent the euilsE hauedone, 
SS 
VVould I performeifl might 

Ifone deed in life I did sei 
cok oe ee a foule, — i 
Lw, Some louing she fchet rate he 

nd gine bine burlell inhi f mY 

y Father and Lana fort 


ofed inour houfkids monument, 
br that rauinous tiger Tamera, 


a be fof right, nor manin weede, . i 
J oN I= bell conte aoe 
$ ut vow herforthtobeaft sand bitdsto pray, 

r life was beaft!icand deuoide ofpittic, » 
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